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EDITORIAL  PREFACE 


“ Finally,  brethren,  whatsoever  things  are 
true,  whatsoever  things  are  honourable,  whatso- 
ever things  are  just,  whatsoever  things  are  pure, 
whatsoever  things  are  lovely,  whatsoever  things 
are  of  good  report  ; if  there  be  any  virtue,  and 
if  there  be  any  praise,  think  on  these  things.” 

No  section  of  the  population  of  India  can  afford  to 
neglect  her  ancient  heritage.  In  her  literature,  philo- 
sophy, art,  and  regulated  life  there  is  much  that  is 
worthless,  much  also  that  is  distinctly  unhealthy  ; yet 
the  treasures  of  knowledge,  wisdom,  and  beauty  which 
they  contain  are  too  precious  to  be  lost.  Every  citizen 
of  India  needs  to  use  them,  if  he  is  to  be  a cul- 
tured modern  Indian.  This  is  as  true  of  the  Christian, 
the  Muslim,  the  Zoroastrian  as  of  the  Hindu.  But, 
while  the  heritage  of  India  has  been  largely  explored 
by  scholars,  and  the  results  of  their  toil  are  laid  out  for 
us  in  their  books,  they  cannot  be  said  to  be  really 
available  for  the  ordinary  man.  The  volumes  are  in 
most  cases  expensive,  and  are  often  technical  and 
difficult.  Hence  this  series  of  cheap  books  has  been 
planned  by  a group  of  Christian  men,  in  order  that 
every  educated  Indian,  whether  rich  or  poor,  may  be 
able  to  find  his  way  into  the  treasures  of  India’s  past. 
Many  Europeans,  both  in  India  and  elsewhere,  will 
doubtless  be  glad  to  use  the  series. 

The  utmost  care  is  being  taken  by  the  General 
Editors  in  selecting  writers,  and  in  passing  manuscripts 
for  the  press.  To  every  book  two  tests  are  rigidly 
applied  : everything  must  be  scholarly,  and  everything 
must  be  sympathetic.  The  purpose  is  to  bring  the 
best  out  of  the  ancient  treasuries,  so  that  it  may  be 
known,  enjoyed,  and  used. 
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AUTHORS’  NOTE 


This  book  has  gone  through  the  Press  under  un- 
usually difficult  circumstances.  During  most  of  the  time 
one  of  the  authors  has  been  in  Mesopotamia,  the  other 
in  India,  Partly  from  this  cause,  and  partly  through 
practical  difficulties  of  printing,  there  are  a few  minor 
inconsistencies  in  the  application  of  the  system  of 
transliteration. 

The  authors  would  have  wished,  had  it  been 
possible,  to  alter  the  note  on  stanza  17  (p.  27),  which 
is  there  treated  as  a case  of  intercession  for  others. 
Fuller  comparison  of  this  hymn  with  other  similar  ones 
in  Tamil  religious  poetry  convinces  them  that  the 
“she”  in  the  hymn  is  none  other  than  the  devotee, 
who  compares  himself  to  a love-sick  women,  as  in 
stanza  19. 

They  would  also  like  to  acknowledge  their  indebted- 
ness to  Dr.  Farquhar,  General  Editor  of  the  Series,  for 
much  hard  work  done  in  the  interests  of  this  book  ; also 
to  Mrs.  Phillips,  Mr.  G.  S.  Duraiswamy,  B.A.,  and  the 
Rev.  F.  Goodwill,  for  valuable  help  given  with  proof- 
reading. 

The  Wesleyan  Mission  Press,  Mysore,  which  does 
not  usually  print  Tamil,  has  been  good  enough  for  the 
sake  of  this  book  to  undertake  an  unfamiliar  task,  which 
it  has  carried  through  with  unwearied  patience. 


CHAP. 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 


Introduction  . . . . . . . . . . 1 

I.  Sambandar  and  his  Hymns — Stanzas  1 — 24  ..  10 

II.  Apparswami  and  his  Hymns — Stanzas  25—64  ..  35 

HI.  SuNDARAMURTI  AND  HIS  HyMNS — StANZAS  65 — 79..  70 

IV.  Manikka  Vasahar  and  his  Hymns — Stanzas 

80—136  ..  ..  ..  ..  ..84 

Appendix  I : Shrines  Mentioned  in  the  Poems  128 

Appendix  II  : System  of  Transliteration  and 

Pronunciation  . . . . . . . . 129 

Index  . . . . . . . . . . . . 131 


ILLUSTRATIONS 

1.  Siva  NatarAja  ..  ..  ..  Frontispiece 

2.  Sambandar  . . . . . . . . Following  page  8 

3.  Apparswami  . . . . . . . . „ 34 

4.  SUNDARAR  ..  ..  ..  ..  ,,  68 

5.  Manikka  VAsahar  ..  ..  ..  ,,  84 

NOTE. — The  bronze  statuettes  of  the  poets  reproduced 
in  this  volume  are  not  historical  portraits  but  imaginative 
figures,  created  in  accordance  with  popular  traditions  and 
used  in  the  worship  of  the  temple  and  the  home. 


INTRODUCTION 


(A) — The  Hymns  and  their  Significance 

The  voice  of  chanting  and  song,  to  the  accompani- 
ment of  unfamiliar  instruments,  floats  out  over  the 
high  wall  of  the  temple  in  the  coolness  of  the  evening 
or  the  dawn,  making  the  Western  passer-by  wonder 
what  it  is  that  is  being  chanted  and  sung.  If  only  he 
had  a Hindu  hymn-book  he  thinks  he  could  learn  from 
it  the  spirit  of  Hinduism  as  well  as  a non-Christian 
could  learn  Christianity  from  Christian  hymns.  For 
the  Tamil  country  at  any  rate  there  is  such  a hymn- 
book,  and  our  present  aim  is  to  give  enough  specimens 
from  it  for  readers  to  know  what  the  hymns  are  like. 
Englishmen  are  wanting  to  understand  India  more  than 
they  ever  wanted  before,  for  their  debt  to  India  is 
heavy.  Indians  are  wanting  more  than  ever  before  to 
know  the  wonderful  past  of  their  own  country,  and  the 
wonder  of  it  is  all  bound  up  with  its  religion.  At  such 
a time  these  hymns  are  worth  looking  into,  for  they  are 
being  sung  in  temples  and  homes  throughout  the  Tamil 
country,  and  Tamil  is  the  mother-tongue  of  more  than 
eighteen  millions  of  people.  For  pious  Saivites  they 
equal  in  authority  the  Sanskrit  Vedas;  the  mere  learn- 
ing of  them  by  rote  is  held  to  be  a virtue,  and  devout 
Tamil  parents  compel  their  children  to  memorize  them 
in  much  the  same  way  as  Christian  parents  make  their 
children  learn  the  Psalms. 
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The  hymns  here  given  are  specimens  from  the 
Devaram  and  the  Tiruvachakam.  The  Devaram  is  the 
first  of  the  collections  of  works  held  as  canonical  by 
Tamil  Saivites.  Its  hymns  were  composed  between 
six  and  eight  hundred  a.d.  by  the  three  authors  of 
whom  this  book  gives  some  account,  and  the  whole  was 
put  together  in  one  collection  of  797  stanzas  by  Nambi 
Andar  Nambi  about  1000  a.d.  The  Tiruvachakam,  or 
Sacred  Utterance,  was  written  by  one  author,  Manikya 
Vachaka  (Tamilized  as  Manikka  Vasahar)  at  a date 
so  far  unsettled  that  scholars  are  still  divided  on  the 
question  whether  it  preceded  or  followed  the  Devaram, 
though  most  scholars  place  it  in  the  ninth,  or  early 
in  the  tenth,  century.  Whenever  it  was  written,  it 
stands  even  higher  than  the  Devaram  in  the  affec- 
tions of  Tamil  people. 

Out  of  an  immense  number  of  hymns  we  have  tried 
to  select  those  which  are  most  representative,  those 
which  are  favourites,  and  those  which  contain  the  most 
striking  thoughts.  But  it  is  amazingly  difficult  to  give 
a fair  or  adequate  idea  of  them  in  an  English  ren- 
dering. They  are  essentially  songs,  intended  to  be 
sung  to  Indian  tunes,  in  metres  which  no  English 
metre  can  represent.  Much  of  their  charm  depends 
upon  assonance,  upon  plays  upon  words,  upon  close 
knitting  of  word  with  word,  upon  intricacy  of  metre 
and  rhyme,  almost  as  much  as  upon  the  substance. 
We  can  only  claim  a fair  degree  of  accuracy  in  our 
renderings,  apologizing  to  the  lovers  of  Tamil  poetry 
for  the  plainness  and  poverty  of  our  representation  of 
so  rich  and  varied  an  original.  All  our  translations 
are  new,  and  nearly  all  of  those  from  the  Devaram 
represent  verses  which  have  never  before  been  done 
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into  English.  One  of  the  translators  of  this  book 
learned  as  a Saivite  child  to  love  these  hymns,  and 
therefore  is  the  authority  in  matters  of  interpretation, 
the  Englishman  being  responsible  for  the  form.  We 
shall  be  quite  satisfied  if  our  translations  serve  to  call 
attention  to  the  poems,  and  are  some  day  replaced  by 
worthier  renderings. 

We  have  tried  to  reduce  introductory  matter  to  a 
minimum,  only  giving  such  information  as  is  necessary 
to  enable  readers  to  understand  the  hymns  and  the 
allusions  in  them.  But  it  is  entirely  necessary  to  say 
something  about  the  worship  of  Siva,  and  to  give  a few 
words  of  biography  of  each  of  the  four  authors  from 
whose  work  this  book  contains  extracts. 


(B) — The  Worship  of  Siva 

1.  Its  history  previous  to  these  poems. 

The  word  Siva  occurs  even  in  the  Rig  Veda,  but 
there  it  is  only  in  conjunction  with  Rudra.  The  joining 
together  of  these  names  provokes  conjectures  as  to 
whether  we  have  here  an  amalgamation  of  two  earlier 
deities,  an  Aryan  and  a Dravidian,  but  these  need  not 
detain  us  here,  since  clearly  even  at  this  early  date 
Siva  was  an  Aryan  deity,  identical  with  Rudra  the 
storm-god,  and  father  of  the  Maruts,  storm-gods  them- 
selves. Rudra  is  a handsome  god ; he  uses  his 
thunderbolts  chiefly  for  punishing  evil-doers,  and  is  on 
the  whole  a kindly  being.  The  name  Siva  means 
‘ auspicious,’  and  must  not  be  confused  with  the  Tamil 
word  for  ‘red,’  although  as  it  happens  Rudra-Siva  was 
a red  being. 
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In  the  period  of  the  Pur  anas,  we  find  that  Siva, 
instead  of  being  one  of  a multitude  of  nature-deities, 
has  risen  to  be  one  of  the  great  triad,  Brahma,  Vishnu, 
and  Siva,  who  are  far  above  all  gods.  How  the 
change  has  come  about  we  have  not  yet  the  means  of 
discovering.  The  function  has  changed  as  much  as  the 
person,  Siva  being  now  the  destroyer  as  Brahma  is  the 
creator  and  Vishnu  the  preserver.  The  process  of  reduc- 
tion in  the  number  of  the  superior  deities  goes  further, 
and  Brahma  falls  practically  into  the  background,  leaving 
only  Vishnu  and  Siva  as  supreme  beings  for  the  wor- 
ship of  the  people  of  India.  By  the  time  Hinduism 
penetrated  southwards  into  the  Tamil  country,  probably 
somewhere  about  500  b.c.,  it  had  two  main  forms,  the 
worship  of  Vishnu  and  the  worship  of  Siva,  the  two 
being  not  too  sharply  disconnected.  The  Tamil  Hindu 
believed  in  the  existence  of  both,  but  held  his  own  god, 
whether  Siva  or  Vishnu,  to  be  supreme.  Hinduism 
seemed  to  be  firmly  established,  but  was  dangerously 
shaken  when  the  Jains  and  Buddhists  spread  over 
South  India.  Then  came  for  the  Vaishnavites  the 
teachers  known  as  the  Alvars,  while  Saivism  was 
defended  by  the  poets  of  whose  work  this  book  gives 
specimens.  Hinduism  was  saved,  but  it  existed  hence- 
forth in  two  distinct  forms,  Vaishnavism  and  Saivism, 
separated  by  a wider  gulf  than  in  earlier  days. 

2.  The  portrait  of  ^iva  and  its  interpretation. 

Siva  as  imagined  by  his  worshippers  has  a human 
form,  usually  with  one  but  occasionally  with  five  or 
six  heads.  He  has  three  eyes,  the  right  one  being 
really  the  sun,  the  left  eye  the  moon,  and  the  one  in 
the  middle  of  his  forehead  fire.  His  reddish  hair  is 
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matted  in  the  ascetic  way,  and  on  it  is  the  crescent 
moon,  the  Ganges,  and  one  or  more  cobras,  while 
wreathed  about  it  is  a garland  of  kondai  (Cassia) 
flowers.  He  has  four  arms,  though  occasional  represen- 
tations show  eight,  but  one  body  and  two  legs.  Com- 
monly he  is  seated  on  a grey-coloured  bull.  In  colour 
he  is  reddish,  but  his  body  is  smeared  over  with  white 
sacred  ash.  He  holds  in  his  hands  various  things  such 
as  a battle-axe,  a deer,  fire,  a trident,  a bow.  Round 
his  neck,  which  is  dark,  hangs  a long  necklace,  the 
beads  of  which  are  skulls.  At  his  waist  he  wears 
sometimes  an  elephant’s  hide,  sometimes  a tiger-skin, 
sometimes  only  a very  scanty  loin-cloth.  Generally 
his  consort,  Uma,  is  at  his  left  side,  but  sometimes  he 
is  pictured  as  half  man  and  half  woman,  the  right  half 
(Siva)  being  pink-coloured,  and  the  left  half  (Uma) 
green  or  black.  Siva’s  abode  is  said  to  be  on  Mount 
Kailasa  in  the  Himalayas,  but  among  his  special  haunts 
is  the  burning-ground,  where  bodies  are  cremated. 
One  of  the  favourite  manifestations  of  Siva  is  that  as 
Nataraja,  the  dancer  in  the  great  hall  at  Chidambaram, 
of  which  we  give  a picture  (see  frontispiece).  Here 
Siva  has  one  face,  four  arms,  and  two  legs,  performing  a 
spirited  dance.  His  right  foot  rests  on  a demon  named 
Muyalahan.  He  is  sometimes  represented  as  dancing 
along  with  Kali,  not  the  Kali  who  in  North  India  is 
identified  with  Uma,  but  a she-devil  feared  in  the  South. 

Doubtless  each  of  these  features  in  the  manifesta- 
tion of  Siva  has  its  history,  but  that  is  unknown  at 
present.  The  legends  give  fanciful  explanations  of 
most  of  them.  The  tiger’s  skin  and  the  elephant’s  hide, 
for  instance,  are  those  which  Siva  stripped  from 
the  wild  animals  sent  against  him  by  the  magic  of  his 
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enemies  the  rishis  of  Darukavana.  But  it  is  of  more 
interest  to  find  the  religious  ideas  which  these  things 
suggest  to  a thoughtful  Saivite  devotee  to-day.  The 
hides  remind  him  that  Siva  has  all  power,  and  all 
opposition  to  him  is  vain.  That  right  foot  of  Nataraja 
set  on  Muyalahan  means  that  God  crushes  down  all 
evil.  Those  skulls  in  his  necklace  are  the  skulls  of 
successive  Brahmas,  each  of  whom  died  after  a life 
lasting  many  ages.  This  is  a way  of  saying  that  while 
other  gods  at  last  come  to  their  end,  Siva  is  eternal 
and  unchanging.  Siva’s  dance  suggests  how  easily,  and 
how  rhythmically,  he  performs  his  five  functions  of 
making,  preserving,  destroying,  judging  and  purifying. 
And  his  dance  in  the  burning-ground  may  sometimes 
carry  the  message  that  God  becomes  most  real  to  men 
in  the  solemn  hour  when  they  part  from  their  dead. 

3.  Four  common  legends  and  their  meaning. 

Of  the  many  legends  concerning  Siva  four  are  so 
frequently  alluded  to  in  our  poems  that  they  should  be 
told  here,  to  avoid  repeated  explanatory  notes. 

1.  Brahma  and  Vishnu  once  saw  a pillar  of  fire  that 
seemed  to  grow  from  the  depths  of  the  earth  and  to 
pierce  beyond  the  highest  heavens.  They  longed  to 
learn  its  depth  and  height,  and  agreed  that  Brahma 
should  become  a swan  to  fly  to  the  pillar’s  top,  and 
Vishnu  a boar  to  dig  to  its  root.  The  swan  flew  up  to 
the  sky,  but  never  reached  the  pillar’s  summit.  The 
boar  dug  through  the  earth  with  his  tusk,  but  never  found 
where  the  pillar  began.  Brahma  and  Vishnu  perforce 
acknowledged  their  limitations  and  prayed  to  the  pillar, 
whereupon  Siva  revealed  himself,  for  the  pillar  was  a 
form  he  had  assumed.  Not  even  the  greatest  and 
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wisest  of  creatures  can  by  their  searching  find  out  God. 
But  to  the  humble-hearted  He  reveals  Himself. 

2.  Ravana,  the  ten-headed  giant  king  of  Ceylon, 
while  on  his  conquering  progress  through  many  realms, 
came  to  the  North  of  India  and  saw  Kailasa  the  silver 
mountain.  Coveting  its  beauty  he  determined  to  up- 
root and  transplant  it  to  his  own  island.  With  his 
ten  heads  and  twenty  arms  he  tried  to  lift  it  from  the 
earth,  and  Kailasa  shook.  All  the  hosts  of  heaven,  and 
even  Uma,  were  terrified  by  what  seemed  to  them  an 
awful  earthquake.  But  Siva  simply  set  his  big  toe 
upon  the  mountain,  and  lo,  Ravana  found  himself  being 
crushed  to  death.  Repenting  of  his  folly,  Ravana 
prayed  for  mercy,  and  Siva  not  only  forgave  him  but 
even  gave  him  fresh  boons.  For  God  pardons  sinners 
who  repent,  and  gives  them  blessings  which  before 
they  did  not  know. 

3.  Three  Asuras,  or  supernatural  beings,  once  by 
doing  penance  obtained  from  Siva  three  castles,  one  of 
gold.,  one  of  silver,  and  one  of  iron.  These  castles  could 
fly  at  the  owners’  desire,  and  settle  down  on  towns  and 
villages,  destroying  many  lives.  In  course  of  time  the 
Asuras  became  very  proud  and  ignored  Siva.  Determin- 
ing to  punish  them,  Siva  mounted  a chariot  whose  wheels 
were  the  sun  and  moon  and  whose  seat  was  the  earth. 
Brahma  was  his  charioteer,  the  four  Vedas  the  horses. 
Mount  Meru  his  bow,  the  ancient  serpent  Adisesha  his 
bow-string,  and  Vishnu  his  arrow.  At  sight  of  these 
preparations  the  gods  became  conceited,  thinking  that 
Siva  could  not  destroy  his  enemies  without  them.  Siva 
knowing  their  thoughts  simply  laughed,  and  at  that 
laugh  the  three  castles  were  on  the  instant  reduced  to 
ashes. 
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Those  who  forget  God  in  their  pride  must  be 
punished.  When  those  whom  God  uses  as  his  instru- 
ments begin  to  think  themselves  indispensable  to  him, 
he  shews  that  his  purposes  can  be  fulfilled  without 
them. 

4.  The  gods  once  began  to  churn  the  ocean  in  the 
hope  of  obtaining  divine  nectar.  The  mountain 
Mandara  was  their  churning-stick,  the  primeval  tortoise 
the  pivot  on  which  the  stick  rested  and  turned,  and 
the  serpent  Vasuki  was  the  churning-rope.  As  they 
churned,  at  first  great  and  splendid  things  came  up. 
But  suddenly  something  black  rose  up  and  darkened 
the  whole  universe.  It  was  a mass  of  poison,  deadly 
alike  to  gods  and  men.  In  terror  of  destruction,  the 
gods  and  demons  called  on  Siva.  He  came,  drank  the 
poison,  and  saved  them  all.  That  which  was  enough  to 
destroy  the  universe  could  only  stain  his  throat  with 
a bluish  colour.  That  is  why  Siva  is  often  called 
the  “poison-necked”  or  “blue-throated”  god.  There 
is  a link  here,  small  but  real,  with  the  Christian  teach- 
ing of  God  as  ready  to  suffer  for  the  sake  of  humbler 
beings. 
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SAMBANDAR 

(TamU:  TIRU  JNANA  SAMBANDAMtJRTI  SWAmI) 

In  the  first  half  of  the  seventh  century  a.d.  the 
worship  of  Siva  was  at  its  lowest  ebb,  overpowered  by 
the  Jainism  and  Buddhism  which  prevailed  throughout 
the  Tamil  country.  But  a few  pious  Saivites  remained 
faithful.  One  of  them,  whose  name  means  that  his 
heart  was  laid  at  Siva’s  foot,  and  who  lived  in  the  town 
in  the  Tanjore  District  now  known  as  Shiyali,  prayed 
to  the  Siva  worshipped  in  the  Shiyali  temple  that  he 
might  be  given  a son  who  would  dispel  the  godless  dark 
and  win  men  to  Lord  Siva  again.  Sambandar’s  birth 
was  the  answer  to  that  prayer.  At  the  tender  age  of 
three,  so  orthodox  Saivites  believe,  this  child  was  fed 
by  Siva’s  spouse  with  milk  from  her  divine  breast, 
mingled  with  divine  wisdom,  whence  he  is  called  in  his 
full  name,  “The  man  connected  with  wisdom  divine,’’ 
Tiru  Jnana  Sambandar. 

He  grew  up  to  be  a pilgrim  poet,  who  visited  most 
of  the  Saivite  shrines  with  which  South  India  abounds, 
in  each  place  singing  the  praise  of  the  Siva  whom  there 
he  worshipped.  The  cause  he  loved  suffered  a severe 
blow  when  the  great  king  of  Madura,  with  many  of  his 
subjects,  went  over  to  the  Jain  religion.  The  queen- 
consort  and  her  prime  minister  (see  stanzas  20  and  21) 
remained  faithful  to  Saivism,  and  sent  for  Sambandar. 
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The  lonely  saint  faced  a vast  multitude  of  Jains  in  the 
royal  presence,  conquered  them  in  argument,  and  re- 
converted the  king.  Eight  thousand  of  the  stubborn 
Jains,  with  Sambandar’s  consent,  were  impaled  alive. 
Later  on,  after  a similar  adventure  in  another  of  the 
three  great  kingdoms  of  the  Tamil  country  of  his  time, 
Sambandar  converted  to  Saivism  a crowd  of  Buddhist 
opponents. 

This  is  about  all  that  is  known  of  a man  who  helped 
to  sing  Buddhism  right  out  of  Southern  India,  and  who 
composed  the  collection  of  hymns  which  stands  first 
among  the  canonical  works  of  Saivites.  Legends  make 
him  a wonder-worker,  but  we  must  draw  our  knowledge 
of  the  man  from  his  poems  themselves.  He  certainly 
was  skilful  in  the  handling  of  the  many  metres  in  which 
Tamil  poetry  is  written,  and  it  is  not  impossible  that 
his  productions  were  as  effortless  as  the  stories  of  him 
tell.  That  is  their  weakness,  for  there  is  not  very  much 
of  heart  religion  in  them.  But  they  seem  to  have  power- 
fully helped  in  that  process  of  eliminating  Jainism 
and  Buddhism  from  India  of  which  we  know  so  little, 
though  it  was  complete  enough  to  be  one  of  the  marvels 
of  history.  Their  author  holds  the  foremost  place 
among  the  four  great  ‘Saivite  Preceptors’  (Sivacharyar), 
and  some  call  him  the  incarnation  of  one  of  the  sons  of 
Siva. 

His  date  seems  to  be  one  of  the  few  clearly  estab- 
lished dates  in  the  history  of  the  religion  of  the  country. 
Stanza  19  shews  that  he  was  a contemporary  of 
another  great  early  Saivite,  whose  name  means  “ Little 
Servant  of  God,”  and  who  is  known  to  have  fought  in 
a battle  which  took  place  in  642  a.d. 


12  HYMNS  OF  TAMIL  SAIVITE  SAINTS 


1.  Q jS IT Q sau^iij Q ^ lu ^ <sQ eat lJ2 oj  ^QtUfr IT ^Qeuem 
IM 

.®/r®i5!ni_ujari_250uOu/r/^^^OuJ63r  ^srrGrriBseuir 
3,errsu 

(26sr(Ssini^ujLLei)!rir<drQ^ssr  {5irsrru6saPii(o  ^ ^ ^suQ^eir 
Qs^iu^ 

(5" ® S3)  L_ IL/ 15) iT  LD /r  Ly  ir(S  LD aS  IL/OutiLD/TSsfl  ay  SOT  63T  (2  p. 


2.  u-em(^^Qp^a^iss)u:,iu!iQsfnT®QpL—f^StiuQei]ir(T^eiim 
Ou6IOT(g^fiuj®LJ0LD/r63rU)^^0LD/rU5S3afl^<®  ip 
LD6S3r(e^irii  psarsu0eS  p ^jrsssTwip^iMQp^siJ^Q^ 
LD6jR»r(6^Lo^O  pirQpeurireSlSssreiiQ^isuir  susssrisssr 
LD  JplCoLD, 
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We  begin  with  the  first  verse  which  the  author 
composed.  According  to  the  legends  he  uttered  it  at 
the  age  of  three,  on  the  banks  of  the  temple  tank  at 
Shiyali  (once  Bramapuram),  after  Siva’s  consort  had 
fed  him  with  milk  from  her  own  breast.  The  stanza 
itself  of  course  contains  no  allusion  to  the  story,  but  it 
is  one  of  the  best  known  verses  in  the  Saivite  hymn- 
book. 

1.  His  ears  are  beringed.  He  rideth  the  bull  ; 

His  head  is  adorned  with  the  crescent  moon’s  ray  ; 
White  is  He  with  ash  from  the  burning- ground  swept; 

And  He  is  the  thief  who  my  heart  steals  away. 
Great  Brahma  enthroned  on  the  lotus’  full  bloom 
Erstwhile  bowed  him  down  and  His  glory  extolled. 
And  singing  received  he  the  grace  of  our  lord 
Who  dwelleth  in  famed  Bramapuram  old. 


No  pilgrimage  in  South  India  is  more  popular  than 
that  to  Tiruvannamalai  in  North  Arcot,  the  temple  by 
a hill  celebrated  in  many  poems.  Saivism  has  tried  to 
express  the  existence  of  the  ‘ eternal  feminine’  in  deity 
by  giving  Siva  a lady  who  not  only  is  His  consort,  but 
is  actually  a part  of  Him,  and  is  so  represented  in  many 
images,  which  show  Siva  as  masculine  on  one  side  and 
feminine  on  the  other. 


2.  He  is  our  only  Lord,  conjoined  still 

To  her  whose  breast  no  sucking  lips  have  known. 
They  who  in  Annamalai’s  holy  hill, 

Where  falling  waters  noisy  chatter  down, 

And  the  hill  glistens  gem-like,  bow  before 
Our  great  one  who  is  lord  and  lady  too. 
Unfailingly  for  them  shall  be  no  more 

Dread  fruit  of  good  and  bad  deeds  they  may  do. 
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3.  ustf)piLju>u^uir6^isiuQ^iuinjiUiS))^0w 

l9«j)  piL^i}>Lie!frff0jr6ijix>Lj(Ss^ea)L-.QuJihQu(T^LOir^llT 
irem  ^iLjtiLy63r^su0<$/rafiffluj2su(o<3=/fsu/L_«ei»ir(oL£i^ 
iSeo)piLitjDLj&5rLt>u.su/r/ruu9^Q!Siu  ji  piremQixieaFQir, 
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One  of  the  first  puzzles  to  a student  of  Saivism  is 
the  way  in  which  each  of  the  numerous  shrines  seems 
to  be  spoken  of  as  if  it  were  Siva’s  exclusive  abode. 
The  broad  river  marked  on  English  maps  as  the 
Cauvery,  but  in  Tamil  called  the  Kaviri,  which  brings 
so  much  blessing  to  a large  part  of  South  India  that  the 
respect  in  which  it  is  held  is  not  difficult  to  understand, 
is  fringed  throughout  its  length  with  shrines  which  are 
believed  to  confer  the  blessings  of  Siva  on  all  who  visit 
them.  One  of  these  is  ‘ Neyttanam,’  ‘ Place  of  Ghee.’ 


3.  So  ye  but  say  Neyttanam  is  the  home 

Of  our  great  Lord  who  wears  in  His  long  hair 
The  crescent  moon,  the  river,  and  the  snake, 
Neyttanam  where  chaste  maidens  gather  fair, 
On  the  north  bank  of  Kaviri’s  loud  stream. 

Your  vileness,  guiltiness,  the  sin  you  dread, 
Your  sorrows  many,  shall  be  banished. 


This  specimen  of  a hymn  connected  with  Palny  in 
the  Madura  District  alludes  (in  stanza  5)  to  the  well- 
known  legend  which  says  in  the  Saivite  way  that  those 
who  love  God  need  not  fear  death.  Markandeya  was 
a boy  devoted  to  Siva,  but  over  his  life  hung  a terrible 
cloud,  for  the  fates  had  decreed  that  he  would  not  live 
beyond  his  sixteenth  year.  As  the  appointed  time 
drew  near  his  father  lived  in  an  agony  of  dread,  but 
Markandeya,  free  from  fear,  spent  all  his  time  in  the 
worship  of  Siva.  The  god  of  Death  came  at  last. 
Regardless  of  the  fact  that  the  boy  was  at  worship  he 
threw  over  him  that  noose  which  pulls  out  human  life 
from  the  body.  The  boy  clung  to  Siva’s  lingam  with 
both  his  hands.  From  within  the  lingam  Siva  burst 
forth,  kicked  the  terrible  death-god  and  pierced  him 
with  his  trident.  So  Markandeya  was  saved.  The 
scene  is  sculptured  on  many  temples. 
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4.  (S  sv  ^ (B  L£>  IT  ^Qsusi{3T_^uriSi)y^sm(SQ&J  err  BsnQuJQ^ 

^^i^(^i^uQuireSliusv(^6vinrLj6Bu9  ^ifKo  ^rsD/r/f 
IT  ^ (T  O eu  oOT  6ij  ns  ^ s {T  0 eu  esr  ^ le  ld  lj  ff  O eis  enr  rQ  ssr  jpi 
uir  ^ihQ  ^iTQ^eiJir  IT  uirsuih  ^ iruuirir  u i^ew  ie<^irirQ!r, 


5.  sessT\3Lnir)£es3T  emii^s^emi—Qic  irii3e3)  ir)iLiQj^<oS)L—iUir 

k s n eitSssT  u 

Ljem(e^^i  ^uGlLii^rraQi^i—uQuiresT  puLjpii 
pirefnr 

QeOsmi^s^^es)  p ^ ^QeuieempQuQ^LDiresFiiMeuireii 


LDaCoSTTff  ®ii 


u«rar(€^/r<5F«rfiajs33ri_s!D  p^(^(o3^irBsouu  ^®jr/5<$ 
JTirCoir. 


6.  s p(ffiaQ^BQiiUiTtSit3as(SessiueiunT !tQl£i 

Qs=  p(j^irsuir  p pLhuessQwuj 

Q^p^^Qsvemt^iBSesiirQpp^sijeii  uir pCSm 
u p(^iSlssr(j^ea)jruiJ  pQffuir  euCoiM- 
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4.  Holy  Vedas  chanting, 

Sacred  thread  He  wears  ; 

All  His  hosts  surround  Him 
Whom  the  white  bull  bears. 
Cometh  He  in  splendour, 
Tiger-skin  attired. 

‘ Lord,  our  naked  beggar 
Above  all  desired,’  i 
Cry  ye  in  your  worship,  1 
At  His  feet  appeal.  \ 

He  who  dwells  in  Palny  \ 

All  your  sin  will  heal.  ^ 

5.  Three  eyes  hath  His  forehead,  t 

Fair  moon  crowns  His  hair  ; 
When  Death  sought  a victim,  / 
Siva’s  foot  crashed  there  ; 
Gory  streams  of  blood  flowed. 
Death  it  was  that  died. 

Such  is  He,  our  Father, 

Uma  at  His  side  ; 

Dwells  He  aye  in  Palny, 

Where  bees  hum  around 
Drunk  with  honeyed  sweetness. 
Till  its  groves  resound. 


A multitude  of  hymns  chant  the  glory  of  Chidam- 
baram, ancient  Tillai,  holiest  of  all  the  Saivite  shrines. 
Pious  Saivites  have  for  it  a feeling  not  unlike  the  Jews’ 
feeling  for  Jerusalem.  The  tending  of  the  sacrificial 
fire  comes  down  from  pre-historic  times,  being  firmly 
established  when  the  earliest  hymns  of  the  Rig  Veda 
were  composed. 

6.  Tending  as  taught  of  old  the  sacrificial  fire. 

At  Tillai  Brahmans  pure  drive  out  misfortune  dire. 
There  dwells  the  First  of  all,  moon-crowned,  and 
those  who  cleave 

For  ever  to  His  foot,  no  cleaving  sin  will  grieve. 

2 
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7.  LoempiuirSser  mirQediT  3^6S)L—  LD^^Qsueaar 

i9enpiuir8s3T u 0uskrQ(^^L-tri^^8iuQuthi£in  8ssr 
v9es>piuirSsar  QtuirQarerr.s^Qp ^(^(oeusihu p 

p3«s>  psiinBoisnu^eo  p]  err  air  Q pear  ^etretrQu), 


8.  leear  j^soiL^iLirrSasr p ^iU  ^^eC/rBosr  r^earirQeijerrQetr 
Q(^6ar  ^es)L— iU!r8sartL\ea)  LoQiu  IT  (T^urr  SOP  emi—iu  IT  SssT'a^ 
Q^eisr  pemL-tutr  p ^Q^6i\eau_iuiTdssr3^8!T  iruLJi^erfls 
(^ear  jpi  ear  i^iuir  Sear  isk.  pOeuear  ^merrrk)(^'oS(T^is:(oLS', 

9.  (^pp/^(^s3snas63!^3k.L—er)Ter)euiru9eoaiu 

arppl^iSljrir  j^i^QpirL-irii^ei>fB(^(os^ir^i^ 

<®  p p^  psQ^  s ^i^iU(^p piBsar  uQurear  ^aneu 

p£H^  i-fs  ^(Lpdsr  ^eariruuQ  pearQp'Sij:>Lc(S63r  ^ 
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Conjeeveram,  the  ancient  Tamil  name  of  which  is 
given  in  this  stanza,  though  more  famous  as  a Vaishna- 
vite  than  as  a Saivite  shrine,  offers  in  its  temples  a 
remarkable  compendium  of  the  religious  history  of 
South  India.  See  the  article  ‘ Kanchipuram  ’ in  Dr. 
Hastings’  ‘ Encyclopaedia  of  Religion  and  Ethics.’ 

7.  He  is  the  pith  of  holy  writ ; 

And  in  the  tangle  of  His  hair 
The  spotless  crescent’s  ray  is  lit ; i 
He  is  both  Lord  and  Lady  fair.  \ 

He  our  great  sovereign  doth  abide 
In  Kachchi  Ehambam’s  fair  town. 

My  mind  can  think  of  naught  beside, 

Naught  beside  Him,  and  Him  alone. 


The  next  two  stanzas,  taken  from  two  separate 
hymns  associated  with  the  great  cities  of  Trichinopoly 
and  Madura,  both  sacred  places  of  Saivism,  are  set  side 
by  side  in  order  to  bring  out  a point  which  even  the 
most  sympathetic  student  may  not  ignore.  Siva  is 
commonly  spoken  of  as  all  good,  as  in  stanza  8,  and 
yet  not  infrequently  He  includes,  as  in  stanza  9,  both 
good  and  its  opposite.  The  pantheistic  tendency  even 
in  these  hymns  causes  God  to  be  sometimes  depicted 
as  so  all-embracing  as  to  include  evil  as  well  as  good. 

8.  All  goodness  hath  He  and  no  shadow  of  ill. 

Grey-white  is  His  bull,  fair  Uma  shares  His  form. 

His  wealth  is  past  searching.  Chirapalli’s  hill 
Is  His,  whom  to  praise  keeps  my  heart  ever  warm. 

9.  Thou  art  right  ajid  Thou  art  wrong. 

Lord  of  holy  Alavay  ; 

Kinsman,  I to  Thee  belong; 

Never  fades  Thy  light  away. 

Thou  the  sense  of  books  divine. 

Thou  my  wealth,  my  bliss  art  Thou, 

Thou  my  all,  and  in  Thy  shrine 
With  what  praises  can  I bow  ? 
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10.  ^^lUJiui^ireirQj^iS^LLir^lLCi^eiJiPiaJ 

Q^ir^iurrQesr  ^i^enCoeoein  Qa^iriki ^isu 
^ p(oin 

e&  ^i^!Ti^Qpsir&sr(Saj  p ^QLDsitrSssreQ^srujev&iUi 
euir^iuirCSm  evii^i^ecsmu  sveSays^CouxiJeuCoear. 
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No  one  can  know  Siva  unless  He  chooses  to  reveal 
Himself.  This  thought  constantly  recurs  with  great 
emphasis.  Its  favourite  expression  is  in  the  first 
legend  of  the  four  told  in  our  introduction.  Hymn 
singers  are  fond  of  contrasting  with  the  vain  search  of 
Brahma  and  Vishnu  the  revelation  of  Himself  which 
Siva  has  graciously  granted  to  them.  Compare  stanzas 
25  and  48. 


10.  Thou  Light  whom  Brahma,  being’s  fount,  and 
Vishnu  could  not  see. 

No  righteousness  have  I,  I only  speak  in  praise  of 
Thee. 

Come,  Valivalam’s  Lord,  let  no  dark  fruit  of  deeds, 
I pray. 

Torment  Thy  slave  who  with  his  song  extols  Thee 
day  by  day. 


Astrology  plays  a large  part  in  popular  Hinduism, 
and  the  influence  of  baleful  or  auspicious  stars  must  be 
reckoned  with  in  daily  life.  Most  baleful  of  all  is  the 
influence  of  the  eclipse,  which  is  caused  by  two  dragons 
Rahu  and  Ketu  which  swallow  the  moon  or  the  sun. 
This  stanza  enumerates  the  nine  planets.  Sun,  Moon, 
Mars,  Mercury,  Jupiter,  Venus,  Saturn,  Rahu  and  Ketu, 
and  says  that  to  the  singer,  who  has  Siva  in  his  heart, 
all  of  them,  even  the  dragons  of  eclipse,  are  auspicious. 
It  is  a powerful  and  characteristically  Hindu  way  of 
saying  that  all  things  work  together  for  good  to  those 
who  love  God. 

The  reference  to  the  bamboo  constantly  recurs  in 
descriptions  of  ladies’  beauty.  Everyone  who  has  seen 
a feathery  clump  of  bamboo  trees  waving  in  the  breeze 
will  understand  it  as  a symbol  of  delicate  grace. 

The  Vina  is  the  most  delicate  and  beautiful  instru- 
ment played  in  South  India. 
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11.  Qisi]iL\jpiQ ^iT'sSuiB£BmSu-(ipessTL^semt—mLBa 

Pse\)6\)sff'Ssm 

u>rr3^jpi^!BSsir^iESS)<s(y^is^(oLDei>ei!i!fliiQjS^6rr 
QlMLK^ti  jSSU 
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11.  She  shares  His  form  whose  shoulders’  curve  vies 
with  the  bamboo’s  grace. 

His  throat  the  poison  drank,  He  touched  the  vina 
into  tune. 

The  lustrous  moon  and  Ganges  crown  His  hair,  and 
He  a place 

Hath  made  Himself  within  my  heart.  Where- 
fore let  shine  the  moon 

Or  sun  or  any  star  of  good  or  ill,  or  serpents  twain. 
For  Siva’s  slave  all  are  benign,  all  work  for  him 
great  gain. 


White  ash  from  burnt  cow-dung  must  be  worn  by 
all  true  Saivites.  Every  day  the  worshipper,  facing 
north-east  and  crying  ‘ Siva,  Siva,’  must  dip  in  the  ash 
the  fingers  of  his  right  hand  and  draw  the  three  middle 
fingers  from  left  to  right  along  his  forehead,  so  leaving 
three  horizontal  white  lines.  The  ceremonial  side  of 
Saivism  is  so  prominent  that  this  one  stanza  must  be 
given,  a specimen  of  many  extolling  the  virtues  and 
potencies  of  the  ash. 

The  Tantras  are  works  inculcating  ceremonies,  also 
magic  performances  and  mystic  rites.  Some  of  these 
are  of  an  immoral  nature. 


12.  The  sacred  ash  has  mystic  power, 

‘ Tis  worn  by  dwellers  in  the  sky. 
The  ash  bestows  true  loveliness. 

Praise  of  the  ash  ascends  on  high. 
The  ash  shows  what  the  Tantras  mean. 
And  true  religion’s  essence  tells. 

The  ash  of  Him  of  Alavay, 

In  whom  red-lipped  Uma  dwells. 
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13.  sir^eorrSssQik^semsssPiTLD^Q 

Qiuir ^sutrlr ^ssnxii^^Q sst  ^s(^iuuu ^ 
Qekj^mir^Q  ^OisiiiijuOuiTq^eirirsu  ^ 
isir^^LCi  i5LL^^eurriu(S6iJ, 


14. 


^ ^ ^ ^ 'otfl (T  ^ fr y Gir ^ ^ <s^ jr LJ 
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Equally  important  with  the  wearing  of  the  sacred 
ash  is  the  constant  repetition  of  the  five  syllables, 
or  panchakshara,  ‘ Namasivaya.’  This,  which  means 
literally  ‘ a bow  to  Siva,’  is  the  chief  mantra  or  mystic 
utterance  of  Saivism.  In  Saivite  catechisms  a whole 
chapter  is  devoted  to  its  uses. 


13.  Those  who  repeat  it  while  love’s  tears  outpour. 

It  gives  them  life,  and  guides  them  in  the  way. 
’Tis  the  true  substance  of  the  Vedas  four. 

The  Lord’s  great  name,  wherefore  ‘Hail  Siva,’ 
say. 


The  next  three  stanzas  are  from  a hymn  written  in 
a very  attractive  short-lined  metre,  and  promise  light, 
freedom  from  rebirth,  and  bliss,  through  devotion  to 
Siva  at  Arur  (now  Tiruvallur  in  the  Tanjore  District). 


14.  For  the  Father  in  Arur 

Sprinkle  ye  the  blooms  of  love  ; 
In  your  heart  will  dawn  true  light. 
Every  bondage  will  remove. 

15.  Him  the  holy  in  Arur 

Ne’er  forget  to  laud  and  praise  ; 
Bonds  of  birth  will  severed  be. 
Left  behind  all  worldly  ways. 

16.  In  Arur,  our  loved  one’s  gem. 

Scatter  golden  blossoms  fair. 
Sorrow  ye  shall  wipe  away. 

Yours  be  bliss  beyond  compare. 
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17.  <rani_ujj-(o)ij^Lo/r^a=ir633fOiu^Lc/r^ 
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Associated  with  the  hymn  from  which  our  next  verse 
is  taken  is  a story  of  the  author,  Sambandar,  helping  a 
sorrowing  woman  by  raising  to  life  the  man  she  loved, 
who  had  been  killed  by  snake-bite.  The  hymn  makes 
no  allusion  to  such  a miracle,  but  it  does  give  an  ex- 
ample of  intercession  on  behalf  of  another,  an  element 
which  is  somewhat  rare  in  these  devotional  books. 


17.  Prostrate  with  fear  at  Thy  feet  she  cries  ‘ Lord 
with  matted  hair,  my  Refuge,  Rider  of  the  bull ! ’ 
Lord  of  Maruhal  where  fresh  water-lilies  bloom,  is 
it  right  to  leave  her  in  this  anguish  of  heart  ? 


Our  present  writer’s  poems  contain  such  frequent 
denunciations  of  Buddhism  or  Jainism  that  it  is  clear 
that  they  were  written  at  a time  when  the  struggle 
between  Hinduism  and  these  other  religions  was  at  its 
height.  Buddhism  and  Jainism  are  scarcely  known  in 
South  India  to-day,  though  at  one  time  they  were 
supreme.  It  is  probable  that  these  songs  helped  not  a 
little  to  drive  them  out  of  the  country. 


18.  Those  Buddhists  and  mad  Jains  may  slander  speak. 

Such  speech  befits  the  wand’rers  from  the  way. 
But  He  who  came  to  earth  and  begged  for  alms. 

He  is  the  thief  who  stole  my  heart  away. 

The  raging  elephant  charged  down  at  Him  : 

O marvel ! He  but  took  and  wore  its  hide  ; 
Madman  men  think  Him,  but  He  is  the  Lord 
Who  in  great  Bramapuram  doth  abide. 
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19.  emuria(osiril.QLoei)irLJLim8ssrLJupea)siJSir6irutu 

^rasiriLi—iip^iT  pO  pekBssr  ^ ^aSir/rCSw/riu 
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The  “ Little  Servant  of  God  ” mentioned  in  the  next 
verse  is  one  of  the  63  canonized  saints  of  Saivism. 
According  to  the  collection  of  legends  known  as  the 
Periya  Puranam,  which  is  a Tamil  Saivite  classic,  he 
fought  at  the  battle  of  Vadapi,  the  modern  Badami, 
which  took  place  in  642  a.d.  There  are  other  indica- 
tions which  strengthen  the  view  that  these  hymns  date 
from  the  seventh  century  a.d. 

In  the  first  three  lines  of  the  verse  Siva  is  conceived 
as  a lover,  and  the  devotee  as  the  woman  whom  He 
loves.  In  India  the  pain  of  absence  from  a lover  is 
supposed  to  cause  spots  to  appear  on  the  skin  of  the 
woman  who  loves. 

19.  Birds  in  the  flowering  green-branched  punnai  tree. 
Love  writeth  clear  its  marks  on  me,  for  He 
Who  cured  my  grief,  yet  left  unending  pain. 
Senkattankudi  is  His  holy  fane, 

And  there  His  “Little  Servant’’  dwells,  who  now 
And  ever  doth  before  Lord  Siva  bow. 

There  in  the  burning-ground,  with  fire  in  hand, 
Sporteth  unceasingly  our  Master  grand. 


Another  possible  indication  of  date  occurs  in  the 
next  two  verses,  given  in  English  prose  because  the 
Tamil  names  will  not  fit  into  English  metres.  The 
Mangaiyarkkarasi  here  mentioned  was  the  wife  of  a 
king  of  Madura,  Kun  Pandiyan,  known  to  history. 
According  to  the  above-mentioned  collection  of  stories, 
this  king  became  a Jain.  Then  the  queen  and  the 
prime  minister  named  in  our  poem  sent  for  Sambandar, 
our  author,  through  whose  efforts  the  king  was  re- 
converted, and  all  Jain  teachers  were  executed  by 
impaling.  Unfortunately  the  date  of  Kun  Pandiyan 
cannot  at  present  be  accurately  determined.  An  able 
discussion  of  it  can  be  seen  in  ‘ ‘ The  Tamilian  Antiquary, 
No.  3.’’ 
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20.  LCifEie!nsiuir'S<xjr^6U6Tr6uiTQds/rearu/rs!X)SveuS(iij2errs 

^nauii—LD/rsafl 

uiBStU3^Qs=ei)69urrskin^LCiiT(E  ^^U63!ifiQ3=iLJ 
Qi—ir  jpiuiujrevu 

Quit  IBS  j^^iQ^su&sT  ^(LpiciQuir 

Q^Sir  ^ 
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21.  QeyppQsuut^aJiriTUf-LSs!n<9^sffQ^iiie80ui3sarear 

OsusTTSsTr/f  pessfliLjik 
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The  explanation  of  the  term  ‘Fish-eyed  maid,’ 
which  sounds  curiously  in  English  ears,  is  that  in 
Madura  Siva’s  consort  is  called  Minakshi,  i.e.  fish- 
eyed. The  suggestion  of  the  epithet,  frequently 
applied  to  beautiful  women,  is  that  the  motion  of 
their  eyes  resembles  the  beautiful  motion  of  a fish  in 
water. 

20.  This  is  Alavay,  where  dwells  the  flame-formed 
lord  of  hosts,  giver  of  the  four  Vedas  and  their 
meaning,  with  the  fair  fish-eyed  maid.  Here, 
reigning  like  the  goddess  of  good  fortune,  Man- 
gaiyarkkarasi  the  Chola  king’s  daughter,  brace- 
letted  chaste  Pandiyan  queen,  daily  serves  and 
praises  God. 


The  poem  from  which  20  and  21  are  taken  consists 
of  stanzas  like  these  alternately  praising  the  queen 
and  the  king’s  minister,  the  last  verse  praising  them 
both  together. 

21.  This  is  Alavay,  Siva’s  abode.  To  those  who 
forsake  the  world  He  reveals  Himself  as  world- 
forsaking  too.  Head  of  the  heavenly  ones.  He 
rides  the  one  white  bull.  Praised  is  He  by 
Kulachchirai,  minister  of  that  monarch  who  wears 
white  ash,  and  loves  to  lay  himself  bare  at  the  feet 
of  Siva’s  slaves. 


Once,  says  a story,  when  Sambandar  was  about  to 
contend  with  the  Jains,  the  queen  feared  the  conse- 
quences which  might  befal  him,  but  he  assured  her  in 
this  verse  that  he  could  dare  all  when  his  God  of 
Madura  was  on  his  side. 
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22.  Li:iir<o3B(DS!tr  it(sQ ^ L£}ir^irirtijevQ£)^<i(^LbiTQuQ^ih 
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22.  O fair  one  with  the  deer’s  glance  meek, 
Pandya’s  great  queen,  think  not  of  me 
As  of  some  sucking  infant  weak, 

Because  such  wicked  foes  there  be. 

If  only  Kara  by  me  stand. 

Stronger  am  I than  all  their  band. 


The  story  here  is  that  the  Jains  had  set  fire  to 
Sambandar’s  house.  He  prayed  in  this  stanza  that  the 
fire,  transformed  into  a fever,  might  go  to  the  Pandyan 
king,  then  a Jain.  It  did  so,  and  the  king  was  con- 
verted. 


23.  O Thou  whose  form  is  fiery  red. 

In  holy  Alavay,  our  Sire, 

In  grace  deliver  me  from  dread. 

False  Jains  have  lit  for  me  a fire  : v 

O,  let  it  to  the  Pandyan  ruler  go. 

That  he  the  torture  of  slow  flame  may  know. 


Our  specimens  of  Sambandar’s  poetry  may  end 
with  a verse  which  is  a kind  of  benediction,  often  set 
as  an  auspicious  word  on  the  front  page  of  a book. 

24.  Blest  be  the  Brahmans  pure,  the  heavenly  ones, 
and  kine. 

Cool  rain  fall  on  the  earth  ! May  the  king’s  glory 
shine  ! 

Perish  all  forms  of  ill ! Let  Hara’s  name  resound! 

May  sorrow  pass  away,  from  earth’s  remotest 
bound. 
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TIRUNAVUKKARASU  SWAMI 

(More  commonly  referred  to  as  APPARSWAMI) 

Sambandar,  whose  works  we  have  been  studying, 
had  a friend  older  than  himself,  named  Appar,  or 
Tirunavukkarasu,  belonging  to  that  Vellala  caste  which 
to  this  day  makes  a very  solid  element  in  the 
population  of  the  Tamil  country.  Left  an  orphan  at 
an  early  age,  Appar  was  brought  up  by  a loving 
elder  sister  as  a pious  devotee  of  Siva.  Great  was 
the  sister’s  grief  when  Appar  forsook  the  faith  of 
his  fathers  and  became  a religious  teacher  among 
the  Jains.  But  her  earnest  prayers  at  last  prevailed, 
and  Appar  not  only  came  back  to  Saivism  himself, 
but  was  the  means  of  reconverting  to  Saivism  the 
king  of  his  country.  His  full  name  was  Tirunavuk- 
karasu, or  ‘ King  of  the  Tongue  ’,  but  his  young 
friend  Sambandar  called  him  Appar,  or  Father,  and 
the  name  stuck  to  him.  He  too  wandered  through- 
out the  Tamil  country,  sometimes  alone,  sometimes 
in  company  with  Sambandar,  singing  his  way  from 
shrine  to  shrine.  Pictures  show  him  holding  in  his 
hand  a little  tool  for  scraping  grass,  with  which  he 
used  to  scrape  the  stones  of  the  temple  courts.  The 
Jains  persecuted  him,  and  many  stories  tell  of  his 
miraculous  escapes  from  their  hands. 
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His  hymns  show  a truly  religious  natru*e,  with  a 
deep-rooted  sense  of  sin  and  need,  and  an  exalted  joy  in 
God.  There  is  real  critical  acumen  in  the  old  epigram 
which  represents  Siva  as  appraising  the  three  great 
writers  of  the  Devaram,  or  Saivite  hymn-book : — 
“ Samba  ndar  praised  himself;  Sundarar  praised  Me 
for  pelf  ; My  Appar  praised  Me  Myself.” 
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God,  the  essentially  unsearchable,  in  His  grace  will 
reveal  Himself  to  men.  (See  the  first  of  the  legends 
told  in  the  Introduction.)  Athihai  Virattanam,  in  the 
South  Arcot  District,  is  the  shrine  here  commemorated. 


25.  Vishnu,  spouse  of  Lakshmi,  and  four-ways-facing 
Brahm, 

Searched  the  heights  and  depths,  but  Thy  feet 
could  never  see. 

Yet,  O only  Lord,  who  in  Athihai  dost  dwell. 
Formless,  in  Thy  grace,  grant  the  sight  of  them 
to  me. 


The  notable  thing  about  our  next  verse  is  not  so 
much  the  legend  of  the  crushing  of  Ravana,  who  tried 
to  storm  the  mountain  Kailasa,  where  Siva  had  His 
heaven,  but  rather  the  thought  of  the  devotee  being 
stamped  as  the  property  of  his  god,  a thought  which 
recurs  in  other  hymns.  According  to  tradition  Appar- 
swami  did  receive  the  Hindu  equivalent  of  St.  Francis’ 
stigmata,  the  mark  of  Siva’s  bull  as  if  branded  on  his 
body.  We  cannot  help  recalling  St.  Paul’s  expression 
in  Galatians  vi.  17. 


26.  All  other  worlds  his  sceptre  swayed. 
But  when  Kailasa  he  would  rule 
Thy  crushing  foot  presumption  paid. 

O stamp  me  with  Thy  sacred  bull. 
White  as  Himal'ya’s  snowy  hill. 

Accept  me,  O our  truth  divine. 
There  where  the  moon  outsoareth  still 
Groves  of  Tunganaimadam’s  shrine. 
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G ajr(^0Ga^(jp  61J0  suLDfl"  «jr  w/rGsYT /r 

ssn^siJ^iudsiriii&wQpeir  sirttuipf^irCoemr 

■s^wSsm’u^iwssiaremipeCiTSiieQ^  ^^i^irQsfrir 
£X>0Si/^(U  LpgOT  s^iiheSem ^piiiQ  <3;S  ,3;  .3;K/rGerrr 
Lun'^tMjSl.iemiEQiurB^Coujirir  louQ ^iriruirsii 
^(^eQ^p  (B^fiTSup p(^  (y)S3TG(g)i5)e3rG(g) 

^ 0 a; /r  0 /r  G « /r  u9  so /r  <®  0 <35 /r  6337' i_ /5  T G eyr . 
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Here  is  the  divine  vision  as  the  enraptured  Saivite 
sees  it. 


27.  See,  there  His  bright  trident  appears  to  me  ; 
See,  there  is  the  moon  in  His  tangled  hair  ; 
■His  garland  of  flowers  from  the  kondai  tree, 
And  the  ear-ring  white  in  His  either  ear. 

The  cloak  that  He  tore  from  the  elephant  wild. 
His  glittering  crown  and  His  body’s  sheen. 
Ash-smeared,  He  is  ever  the  undefiled. 

In  Puvanam  circled  by  groves  all  green. 


The  singer,  standing  at  the  shrine  of  Tiruvalur 
(Arur)  in  the  Tanjore  district,  muses  over  the  ancient 
connection  of  his  lord  with  the  holy  place,  suggesting 
that  it  began  before  the  creation,  before  Siva  wrought 
his  greatest  marvels,  perhaps  even  before  the  one 
Supreme,  Isvara,  expanded  into  the  triad  Brahma, 
Vishnu  and  Rudra. 


28.  When  was  that  ancient  day  our  Lord 
Chose  Arur  should  His  temple  be  ? 

Was’t  when  He  stood  ’mid  praising  worlds 
Alone,  or  when  the  One  grew  three  ? 

Was’t  when  in  wrath  He  burned  up  Death, 
Or  turned  on  Lust  His  flaming  eye  ? 

Or  when  creative,  immanent. 

He  called  to  being  earth  and  sky  ? 

Was’t  when,  his  young  deer  in  his  hand. 

He  came,  with  Uma  as  His  part  ? 

Or  ere  He  joined  that  lady  fair 
Took  He  our  Arur  to  His  heart  ? 
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29.  ilJ  IT  <S^SU  (T  t^LXifT  I Co  I CZjfl  <3i  ^^1  /5  .j^/tCo  (U  SST  61)  (o  60  6^ 

^^iLfQpewmrLDirLLQL— ^ssrSoSTU-i  err  isaisvs  SLOT  lLCoi— sir 
(o<fir  ^QuJ3ru-(o!ru-\sirpskj;)rrLr)sr)irLJLJir^iBsiT6S!fruirsar 

^^QiUiu^/s^QufrQssrsisr  ir  l^L—^Qit  ■ 


30.  Q ^(i^r^mrrO pQ^srrmir iL.Q L-^ ^sQ8srr<f3i- pp 

OiCisir 

Qur0(^(SsmijQpis  ^ IS  IT  (^thCo  u IT  su(d  pirirQisiS 

U-j  iEJ<£  fr(^  &sdT  ssr 

^Q^i^LDirLiiSsS<s<^ L-tr^em  sSdsm  lUisj-iBirssmOiw 
•sirsmuirsir 

^ Q^(^l£:ir  pQ^SirQsUSSST®LD^SS)'S^  !T  t'  I ^(oST- 

31.  s^jpi<su9^rr3^so(DUirsoQsiiirskjpsQLLQi—irsir^upiB 

LD  ^IStl9  ,^S)ir3^^(S  Uirsc  aJIS  ^SUIS  ^ff0SljOlS^<9=li> 

Qu  j)isS  jpir^s>:}QuirsCLJi3stitpi-lsr>(^3:ss>i—UJiriu 

uir^p 

^ j)/au9  jj/ra=60/r(oS3rsjr  o’lLl—^Qb'- 


TIRUNAVUKKARASU  SWAMI 


43 


It  is  often  said,  not  without  truth,  that  Hinduism 
fails  to  create  a strong  sense  of  sin.  But  there  are 
great  exceptions  : witness  the  following  verses,  samples 
of  many,  taken  from  a hymn  which  trembles  with 
feeling.  The  author  is  sunk  in  sin.  Or  he  has  been 
like  a swing,  flying  first  toward  evil  and  then  towards 
God ; but  now,  joy  ! the  cord  has  snapped,  and  he  lies 
fixed  at  his  Lord’s  feet.  Yet  the  old  mood  returns  ; his 
soul  is  bound  and  drugged  with  sleep,  and  life  has  no 
joys  to  offer  unless  God  will  save. 

The  Soul’s  Bitter  Cry 

29.  In  right  I have  no  power  to  live. 

Day  after  day  I’m  stained  with  sin  ; 

I read,  but  do  not  understand  ; 

I hold  Thee  not  my  heart  within. 

O light,  O flame,  O first  of  all, 

I wandered  far  that  I might  see, 

Athihai  Virattanam’s  Lord, 

Thy  flower-like  feet  of  purity. 

30.  Daily  I’m  sunk  in  worldly  sin  ; 

Naught  know  I as  I ought  to  know  ; 
Absorbed  in  vice  as  ’twere  my  kin, 

I see  no  path  in  which  to  go. 

O Thou  with  throat  one  darkling  gem. 
Gracious,  such  grace  to  me  accord. 

That  I may  see  Thy  beauteous  feet, 

Athihai  Virattanam’s  Lord. 

31.  My  fickle  heart  one  love  forsakes. 

And  forthwith  to  some  other  clings  ; 

Swiftly  to  some  one  thing  it  sways. 

And  e’en  as  swiftly  backward  swings. 

O Thou  with  crescent  in  Thy  hair, 

Athihai  Virattanam’s  Lord, 

Fixed  at  Thy  feet  henceforth  I lie. 

For  Thou  hast  broken  my  soul's  cord. 
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32.  s\)s3T(5E/ruiQ6i//5(3ffi/riud5/r^s3ra!»L£>OiiJ6gr 

^ihuir^^ih 

^ sir s(S(e^<i 8 iLf  emir Q €11^ iBemLo^p 
ih  ^ 

eS^  ^ ^IsosijQeueff^^Q  pireir  peQSmQiu^^a^ir 
t^O-35/r  coSdrCE  t^^eor 

eossnuir  p ^uQuirQesr  ssr  ^smses'  sr 

i . I 


33.  ^uiiSQesr msi<~il.ss>u-‘SU!TeiTiTe^^sfr pQ ptriQBiT® 

anuiemsvp 

smhi3eorr^5ini^Quireo<i'S0^  pQ  pQpsssu^ir 
iL.Qi sisT 


uiruiiSlem  eniriu  ^(d  pemjrQuireouueous^iSlSmiS^ 
(o  p8ssr 

Q uj  n ldS  1^  iLjiuuudQ.s  IT  eirsmrQtu  IT  p/S^0Stnt^aj 
<35  ir^  6W. 


34.  iM6srQLD^ii(Bp/resaBupjSh-Ci^QaJ ;^ia(S^irSso^e!rr fB 

86tsrQi£i^i^^n''Sss)sQ\u  p ^au-QeoirQw 

Quit  ^ 

LopOesr  ^ihuiremp^irsQisi  ^UL\il)(ouirp  jBiu 
0 61/ /r  eS3T  (69^ 

^Bsbt  iU\^Qpemkistn6iJKeiisiTQhU!r p ^^06B)i_iu 
(2iS5  />  (o6iJ, 
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32.  The  bond  of  lust  I cannot  break  ; 

Desire’s  fierce  torture  will  not  die  ; 
My  soul  I cannot  stab  awake 

To  scan  my  flesh  with  seeing  eye. 

I bear  upon  me  load  of  deeds, 

Load  such  as  I can  ne’er  lay  down. 
Athihai  Virattanam’s  Lord, 

Weary  of  joyless  life  I’ve  grown. 


Fresh  pictures  in  another  hymn  set  forth  his  sad 
condition.  God’s  vessels  are  full  of  the  sweetness  of 
grace,  but  his  spoon  has  no  handle.  He  feels  himself 
in  the  deadly  grasp  of  fate,  like  the  frog  in  the  cruel 
mouth  of  the  snake  which  is  slowly  swallowing  it  down. 
Or  he  is  on  a raft  on  the  sea  of  life,  wrecked  on  the 
rock  of  lust. 


33.  While  violence  is  in  my  heart, 

Care  of  my  body  cage  is  vain. 

My  spoon  no  handle  hath  when  I 
Thy  honey’s  grace  to  drink  am  fain. 
As  in  the  serpent’s  mouth  the  frog. 
Caught  in  life’s  terrors,  wild  I rave. 
Thou,  King  of  holy  Ottiyur, 

Wilt  Thou  not  care  for  me  and  save  ? 


34.  When  on  life’s  angry  waves  I launch, 
My  heart’s  the  raft  I take  to  me, 
My  mind’s  the  pole  I lean  upon. 
Vexation’s  freight  I bear  to  sea. 

I strike  upon  the  rock  of  lust ! 

O then,  though  witless  quite  I be. 
Grant,  King  of  holy  Ottiyur, 

Such  wisdom  that  I think  of  Thee. 
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35.  06Oi£lO^_;/r^Cos^)S3r  (^emubQun  eoQsOsk  (^jSiLfwQuir 
p p(S  ldQ  u id  ^es)L-(oUJ6ijQsireiiLDiriLJ 

/5«\)/iOu/r^(o«\)(g)S3rOLJ/r^Co6D63r  ^/reafloj^Coei) 
esreoeO!r(oiriTtjf-ss)3=ih  ^QsissrQQsuesd^  p 
afiso/BaCSsoearaSeO/BssO/rO^/r^/iCo  pswecQio^esT 
Osv ^iuus3Tei\LBsu  QuS ^ ih(o u ^ SUei)(D 60^ 

^eitihQuirenQeixondjruup^eiifre^  fFiULOfTL-QL- 

Q oSTom'Q 3^  uj  5)j rr ^ (B 5sr  i^CosisT  Q ssr sin  ojQ esr 


36.  iQs^eoirpl^ir^^einu-CoLCieiiflptSlppiTSssr 

iQ8ssuu!rQsusifrQ6!sr(^ss)3=iQ§5!ir<sQpp!rSssra 
seoenirpisaTQeiJ^eoiriBS  pi9p^irSstsT'i 

<$ /r ffoO^ p €ST  G) si/^ao/r  (ej  /r i u^^^Sobv 

Q^ireiei>!r pssrQbVsc<30!r<^  Q^^ir&ieStQiuskSoorp 
Q p rr L—ir IE ^ iBi  SiSj-QajSssTiuirefriraQsirsssT® 
Quirei}&i}irQ<svsiT(B^iu^iTpp  t-jeoFl pek peirSsar u 
L-!  sssr  ESlf'.  lU^ST  U pi  0 p ^ S S i5m(B  EST . 
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It  would  be  hard  to  find  a more  comprehensive 
confession  of  sin  than  our  next  stanza  from  another 
hymn. 

35.  Evil,  all  evil,  my  race,  evil  my  qualities  all. 

Great  am  I only  in  sin,  evil  is  even  my  good. 

Evil  my  innermost  self,  foolish,  avoiding  the  pure. 

Beast  am  I not,  yet  the  ways  of  the  beast  I can 
never  forsake. 

I can  exhort  with  strong  words,  telling  men  what 
they  should  hate. 

Yet  can  I never  give  gifts,  only  to  beg  them  I know. 

Ah  ! wretched  man  that  I am,  whereunto  came  I to 
birth  ? 


We  give  next  a series  of  stanzas  in  various  metres 
from  different  hymns,  in  which  the  saint  utters  in  song 
some  of  the  joy  which  his  religion  has  brought  him. 
God  has  revealed  mysteries  to  him  which  tongue 
cannot  tell,  and  dwells  in  his  life’s  innermost  places. 
God  is  to  him  the  fabled  katpaha  tree,  supplying  his 
every  need.  God  is  his  all  in  all,  and  His  presence  is 
sweeter  than  melody  or  evening  moonlight. 


36.  The  moving  water  He  made  stand  unmoving  in 
His  hair  ; 

And  He  my  thoughtless  heart  hath  fixed  in 
thought  of  Him  alone  ; 

He  taught  me  that  which  none  can  learn,  what 
none  can  see  laid  bare  ; 

What  tongue  tells  not  He  told ; me  He  pursued 
and  made  His  own. 

The  spotless  pure,  the  holy  One,  my  fell 
disease  He  healed. 

And  in  Punturutti  to  me,  e’en  me.  Himself 
revealed. 
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37.  ^ Q^(o  evQ lu  sir  Q3=<^sy(oLCiQ ^QearsuirCo^ir 

(ol3^(i£>^3^L—(o!r  Qs^Q£ii^aH^irf5  pGs^it^lBss 
e-(T^GeuQiLi63T ^pGsu  Q lu  63T  ^uirG  &n  ^esB 
^ srr  err  G LDiLj  err  err  p ^^CTrCosmSsar  p 
s q^G euQ oj ear  spusGiD  ss^Gesarmsmsissflp 
<950U5«0fl(o(L/  L£iS3ifliuir(Su/rer;inLJSirsuinu 
Q^eurrujeu^sQSssrGfeiriusini^iLJirsyemem 
LoireijQp6iiT(Ses)piListDpiLjis>u>!rGjrG  p 


38.  ^uues?  iL/LDSoLD/f  smtuiui 

IU^LjSS)L-UJ  LCtlTLL^LCiirLBlLjl^ 
^tliLjesn—iLiLOir  jS^QLCiremQu/rQ^f^i^ 

QaJiT0(^e\'>(Lpi^3f-pp(ipGLDiT^(r^£ 

^ \u  u u em  er\Qpiu  u u esr  6i\!hG  prrp^ieuiriLi^ 

^8oSsr  iuirQiusirQsar^3=ii^  puiSluumui^ 
^uQuireirss?  uQuunesdfl^  Six^Qpp 

u9sf)psueB?GiujyririipQ^eisves?Gaj, 


39.  LOItQsO  effSadSTlH  LL/rSeC  W^UJQpLL 

eS‘3r  Qpek  p ^lU}  a5° lirSeirG  svesfl  jj); 

^3r  evessn^smp  QuiriusmsiL^m  GuirsirpGjS 
ff3^  Qssnkestp  u9&33T ujif.  S^Gev, 
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37.  O wealth,  my  treasure,  sweetness,  lustre  fair  of 
heavenly  hosts. 

Of  lustre  glory  that  excels,  embodied  One,  my 
kin. 

My  flesh,  yea  heart  within  my  flesh,  image  within 
my  heart. 

My  all-bestowing  tree,  my  eye,  pupil  my  eye 
within. 

Picture  seen  in  that  pupil,  lord  of  A^uturai  cool, 

Immortals’  king,  keep  far  from  me  strong  pain 
of  fruits  of  sin. 


38.  Thou  to  me  art  parents.  Lord, 

Thou  all  kinsmen  that  I need, 

Thou  to  me  art  loved  ones  fair. 

Thou  art  treasure  rich  indeed. 
Family,  friends,  home  art  Thou, 

Life  and  joy  I draw  from  Thee, 
False  world’s  good  by  Thee  I leave, 
Gold,  pearl,  wealth  art  Thou  to  me. 


39.  As  the  vina’s  pure  sound,  as  the  moonlight  at 
even, 

As  the  south  wind’s  soft  breath,  as  the  spring’s 
growing  heat. 

As  the  pool  hovered  over  by  whispering  bees, 
So  sweet  is  the  shade  at  our  Father-Lord’s  feet. 


50  HYMNS  OF  TAMIL  SAIVITE  SAINTS 


40.  iBLDdssT  iu^Qs^ir 

I’nrs^^i^u.rruuQi—iT  /5i_^u5)^(2®o/r 
(oLBixtTuCouii  tJbi9e3sf!iiJ ^(2 tuir ih  ussSQsuir iiiei)Qei)iT 
lS^uCSixi  QiuihK!T{^ih^sm uiBk^ 
^/ruwr/rcS0/B  isf. uj ^ /r ^ ^ gar swlduj /rear 

laairesr  rb  &^/asQsu3m(^mip(Suj/rir  sir^p 
(SsiTLOir p(o<s  i^itQu^sst  jpi  iSeirirsuirsmnLJs 

Qs!riijtSiiiiffOir<fQff^SiJiS}.iB^ossrQiU  0 jjjSCo^Cold. 


41.  uSjrsmQibpii^ 

p!T€sSQlUll(Sl&J!T^6ir  s ^Q^syQjr  ^ 
LtiiE3(^euiT  !TeulrO<fffi><bVLti  ^uQuiriM^Qeiir 
uoirQ  ^suiriCossirii  psT^ecurirSi^ 
jy  ®«Ou)go/r/E70ga)^/5  pQ^(^Q  p ir  Q£i(o  K mu  IT  ir 
lU  IT  6Xj  iB  p pi  p p tppiL£)LjSs\)UjQjr  pilk 

fBJ  SSI  S SU  (T  IT  ^ I ^ <S  !T  (b  p IT  IT  ^ SaT  LJ  IT  IT  ^ 

SO  sv  IT  s sm  LQ.  r s ih  sv  6SST  w (^lEi  3 1— eijemrCo  IT, 
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40.  No  man  holds  sway  o’er  us, 

Nor  death  nor  hell  fear  we  ; 

No  tremblings,  griefs  of  mind. 

No  pains  nor  cringings  see. 

Joy,  day  by  day,  unchanged 
Is  ours,  for  we  are  His, 

His  ever,  who  doth  reign. 

Our  Sankara,  in  bliss. 

Here  to  His  feet  we’ve  come. 

Feet  as  plucked  flow’rets  fair  ; 

See  how  His  ears  divine 

Ring  and  white  couch-shell  wear. 


41.  Though  they  give  me  the  jewels  from  Indra’s 
abode. 

Though  they  grant  me  dominion  o’er  earth,  yea 
o’er  heaven. 

If  they  be  not  the  friends  of  our  lord  Mahadev, 
What  care  I for  wealth  by  such  ruined  hands 
giv’n  ? 

But  if  they  love  Siva,  who  hides  in  His  hair 
The  river  of  Gahga,  then  whoe’er  they  be. 

Foul  lepers,  or  outcastes,  yea  slayers  of  kine. 

To  them  is  my  homage,  gods  are  they  to  me. 


Often  the  Hindu  devotee  asks  and  re-asks  the  fun- 
damental question  ‘ Who  am  I ?’,  coming  to  the  saddest 
of  conclusions,  but  setting  against  the  background  of 
his  delusive  life  of  self  the  great  reality  of  God,  to 
worship  whom  is  to  find  release  from  the  prison-house 
of  personality. 
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42. 


^/5S3i^iu/7'/f^/riu/r0£_03r  iQpii^inr 
pirjru>iriT  ^iriririr ^iriipirisurCBir 

&Jii  ^bvrQ  ptBiEjQsarQuirLSiTCo  pCopir 
Loir  OJLO  IT  lB  ^ pQ^^  loQ  ^Q'susmL—ir 

0LD<®Q-®/rs3T^  Qa^irikffdiQseasnB^ 
^SiptO  ^li-jU5  31J/r6Trir61J/5^3sTrdE0(^O<?63r(S5fl 
6T li sn p tun  IT ^Q^Kn^u:>!6Lr>,fQsuiru 

QsUSStQ  ^(J^SU/Tff'<ifi0afi<9f-lit5>600««6tirt'(2u», 


43. 


p'Bso'2  u eu  oSST  IB  s n til — p2e0 — Lnn^SsopSsoisesnflii^ 
pSs0uirQffdue9(2  pQ^ik  p^suBssr  p - pBso(S  u ssarih 
<®/ruj 


44.  smrsirsir  s ir ^ lB sk s(o err irsi—~surt^3rsiBrLS 
emi^sk  pssrSoST 

OuemCo L—irerr  eS‘&iQm(^(^iB  i9snr^ pekSssrs-s 
aOTds/rerr  s n~ essriB sk sQ err n' , 
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42.  Thy  father,  mother,  brethren,  wife, 

Ask  thyself  who  are  they  ? 

Thy  children  ; yea,  thy  very  self. 

Who  art  thou,  canst  thou  say  ? 

How  cam’st  thou  here,  how  wilt  depart  ? 

Love  not  this  world  unreal. 

Ye  anxious  souls,  this  lesson  learn. 

To  one  pure  name  appeal. 

Our  father  He,  crowned  with  the  moon 
And  snake.  Who  Him  adore. 

Prone  lying,  with  “Hail  Siva,  hail,” 

In  heav’n  live  evermore. 


Our  next  hymn  with  the  short-lined  verses  (nos. 
43  to  48)  is  a kind  of  Saivite  consecration  hymn, 
mentioning  successively  various  parts  of  the  body — head, 
eyes,  ears — to  be  given  to  the  worship  of  Siva.  Verse 
46  must  sound  sadly  to  a Saivite,  for  it  is  frequently 
sung  in  the  ears  of  the  dying,  as  a plaintive  appeal  to 
think  of  God.  Verse  47  rises  far  above  the  usual  ideas 
of  future  absorption  to  the  thought  of  a blissful  state 
of  communion  with  and  praise  of  God. 


43.  Head  of  mine,  bow  to  Him, 

True  Head,  skull  garlanded, 

A skull  was  His  strange  begging-bowl. 
Bow  low  to  Him,  my  head. 


44.  Eyes  of  mine,  gaze  on  Him 

Who  drank  the  dark  sea’s  bane. 
Eight  arms  He  brandishes  in  dance. 
At  Him  agaze  remain. 
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45.  Q-a^i^sireir  QsossnB^ sQeirir-Qsti-Qssr p 0<9= 

ihueuefT 

OmiBQun'eir  QweSuiQirir^iBpQis^LjQuir^^- 
Q 5=  efl  <$  fl"  6TT  <3  S33T  lS  ear  a Co  err /r , 

46.  e_ p(7^irir06irQij iT-e-SiT-Q.sr6m(SlQuinsiQuirQ£^ 

(^pQ^eo ^ ^stst p 3fL-^ jsssrens0ir<53r LXiS 
etrCoirir, 


47.  ^jpiiXiTik^Q^uumQsirQsdiT  ffaear-u^aejor^O^ 

sssressTLJUiL.®^ 
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45.  Ears  of  mine,  hear  His  praise, 

Siva,  our  flaming  king. 

Flaming  as  coral  red  His  form  : 
Ears,  hear  men  praises  sing. 

46.  What  kinsmen  in  that  hour 

When  life  departs,  have  we  ? 

Who  but  Kuttalam’s  dancing  lord 
Can  then  our  kinsman  be  ? 

47.  How  proud  shall  I be  there. 

One  of  His  heavenly  host. 

At  His  fair  feet  who  holds  the  deer. 
How  proud  will  be  my  boast ! 

48.  I sought  Him  and  I found. 

Brahm  sought  in  vain  on  high. 
Vishnu  delved  vainly  underground. 
Him  in  my  soul  found  I. 


The  mystic-  can  never  be  a satisfied  ceremonialist. 
These  Saivite  devotees  commonly  praise  the  god  of  a 
particular  shrine  in  language  which  might  suggest  that 
Siva  is  only  to  be  found  there.  And  everyone  who 
knows  India  remembers  the  ceaseless  streams  of 
pilgrims  journeying  to  the  Ganges  or  the  Cauvery 
(Tamil  Kaviri),  to  Rameswaram  or  Cape  Comorin  or 
a hundred  other  holy  places.  But  with  a fine  incon- 
sistency these  ancient  singers  sometimes  point  men 
away  from  externalities  to  a worship  inward  and 
spiritual ; witness  the  following  hymn.  As  to  the 
terms  used  in  v.  50,  Vedas  are  the  religious  works  of 
the  highest  authority,  Sastras  are  philosophical  and 
practical  works  based  on  them,  while  Vedangas  are 
sciences  subordinate  to  the  Vedas,  and  there  are  six 
of  them. 
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49.  Why  bathe  in  Gahga’s  stream,  or  Kaviri  ? 

Why  go  to  Comorin  in  Kohgu’s  land  ? 

Why  seek  the  waters  of  the  sounding  sea  ? 
Release  is  theirs,  and  theirs  alone,  who  call 
In  every  place  upon  the  Lord  of  all. 

50.  Why  chant  the  Vedas,  hear  the  Sastras’  lore  ? 

Why  daily  teach  the  books  of  righteousness  ? 
Why  the  Vedangas  six  say  o’er  and  o’er  ? 

Release  is  theirs,  and  theirs  alone,  whose  heart 
From  thinking  of  its  Lord  shall  ne’er  depart. 


51.  Why  roam  the  jungle,  wander  cities  through  ? 

Why  plague  life  with  unstinting  penance  hard  ? 
Why  eat  no  flesh,  and  gaze  into  the  blue  ? 
Release  is  theirs,  and  theirs  alone,  who  cry 
Unceasing  to  the  Lord  of  wisdom  high. 


52.  Why  fast  and  starve,  why  suffer  pains  austere  ? 

Why  climb  the  mountains,  doing  penance  harsh  ? 
Why  go  to  bathe  in  waters  far  and  near  ? 

Release  is  theirs,  and  theirs  alone,  who  call 
At  every  time  upon  the  Lord  of  all. 


It  looks  like  a sudden  drop  when  the  same  writer 
in  our  next  hymn  seems  to  say  that  everything  depends 
upon  the  pronunciation  of  the  five  sacred  syllables 
which  can  be  translated  ‘Hail,  Siva!  ’ In  the  later 
development  of  Saivism  the  pronunciation  of  these 
syllables  was  exalted  into  a primary  religious  duty. 
But  in  the  creative  period  in  which  these  hymns  were 
written  the  name  probably  stood  for  the  person,  so 
that  we  have  here  a religious  ‘ calling  upon  the  name  of 
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the  Lord’  in  the  devotion  of  worship.  In  the  first 
stanza  there  is  a remarkable  use  of  the  term  ‘Word.’ 
Modern Saivites  identify  this  ‘Word’  with  Uma,  Siva’s 
consort.  We  can  compare  the  Sanskrit  Vak  (Word)  in 
the  Rig  Veda. 

The  last  lines  of  verse  53  are  connected  in  the 
minds  of  Saivites  with  a story  that  Apparswami  was 
actually  sunk  in  the  sea  by  Jain  persecutors,  with  two 
great  stones  tied  to  him,  but  on  crying  ‘ Hail,  Siva ! ’ 
he  floated  to  the  surface. 

The  five  products  of  the  cow  referred  to  in  verse  54 
are  all  used  together  in  ceremonial  purification — milk, 
curds,  ghee,  urine,  and  dung. 


53.  O Lord  of  Scripture,  whom  the  Word  doth  help. 
Celestial  light  of  heaven,  so  I but  praise. 

With  hands  meetly  upraised.  Thy  golden  feet. 
Then  though  men  tie  on  me  two  weighty  stones. 
And  sink  me  in  the  ocean’s  depth,  e’en  then 
The  cry  ‘ Hail,  Siva,’  would  salvation  be. 


54.  The  lotus  is  the  glory  of  all  flowers  ; 

The  glory  of  all  kine  is  Hara’s  use 
Of  that  which  they  put  forth.  Glory  of  kings 
Is  the  unswerving  straightness  of  their  deeds. 
But  if  we  ask  the  glory  of  the  tongue, 

’Tis  to  cry  out  aloud,  ‘ Hail,  Siva,  hail.’ 


55.  For  men  who  all  renounce,  ’tis  glory  true 
To  wear  the  sacred  ash.  For  Brahmans  pure 
The  Vedas  and  Vedangas  are  their  pride. 

The  white  moon’s  glory  is  to  shine  serene 
On  the  long  locks  of  Siva,  while  for  us 
True  glory  is  to  cry  ‘ Hail,  Siva,  hail.’ 
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Tradition  connects  our  next  stanza  with  a story 
of  Apparswami  being  smitten  with  an  inward  disease 
when  he  forsook  Saivism  and  became  a Jain.  The  pain 
proved,  says  the  legend,  a convincing  argument  which 
reconverted  him,  whereupon  he  was  promptly  cured. 
But  internal  evidence  proves  this  hymn  to  have  been 
composed  long  after  his  return  to  Saivism.  Nandi  is 
the  name  of  Siva’s  bull. 

56.  Thou  takest  not  my  deadly  pain  away. 

My  torments,  Nandi-rider,  never  cease  ; 

At  Thy  feet  would  I worship  night  and  day. 

But  since  my  bowels  writhe,  and  ne’er  find  peace, 
I can  no  more  ! O Sire,  to  Thee  I cry. 

Who  dwell’st  by  Kedila,  in  Athihai. 


Nature  sometimes  spoke  to  our  author  of  God.  The 
union  of  sexes  even  in  animals  one  day  spoke  to  him 
as  a revelation  of  divine  things. 

57.  I’ll  follow  those  who  going  to  the  shrine  their 
praises  sound. 

With  blooms  and  water  for  the  god  who  wears 
the  moon  so  mild 

All  lovely  in  His  locks,  a garland  wreathed  His 
neck  around. 

And  with  Him  sing  they  Parvati,  the  mountain 
god’s  fair  child. 

Once  as  I went  to  Aiyaru,  with  light  and 
reverent  tread, 

I saw  come  two  young  elephants,  male  by- 
loved  female  led. 

And  in  that  sight  I saw  God’s  foot,  saw 
secret  things  unsaid. 


o c: 
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God  is  the  great  yogi,  the  wielder  of  mystic 
powers. 


58.  “O  greatly  loved,  our  King,  our  Lord,  from  all 
eternity. 

Our  portion,  our  true  mystic,”  thus  from  day 
to  day  I sing. 

O golden  one,  O hill  of  coral,  I in  love  of  Thee 
Have  wandered  far  and  wide,  Athihai  Viratta- 
nam’s  king. 

Have  wandered  far  the  shining  blossom  of  Thy 
foot  to  see. 


One  whole  hymn,  from  which  our  next  verse  is 
taken,  is  a prayer  for  the  opening  of  a door.  Tradition 
has  it  that  the  great  locked  temple  door  at  Vedarahyam 
swung  open  in  answer  to  this  song. 


59.  Uma  is  Thy  portion,  whose  words  are  like  song. 
In  fair  Maraikkadu  men  circle  round  Thee 
In  worship.  O graciously  open  this  door 

That  we  Thy  true  servants  Thy  glory  may  see. 


Here  is  a very  popular  stanza.  There  used  to  be 
a beggar  in  Madras  who  recited  it,  and  it  alone,  all 
day  long. 
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60.  He  is  ever  hard  to  find,  but  He  lives  in  the  thought 
of  the  good ; 

He  is  the  innermost  secret  of  Scripture,  inscrutable, 
unknowable  ; 

He  is  honey  and  milk  and  the  shining  light.  He 
is  the  king  of  the  Devas, 

Immanent  in  Vishnu,  in  Brahma,  in  fiame  and  in 
wind. 

Yea  in  the  mighty  sounding  sea  and  in  the  moun- 
tains. 

He  is  the  great  One  who  chooses  Perumpattapuli- 
yur  for  His  own. 

If  there  be  days  when  my  tongue  is  dumb  and 
speaks  not  of  Him, 

Let  no  such  days  be  counted  in  the  record  of  my 
life. 


Whatever  karma  may  teach  of  the  inevitable  conse- 
quence of  evil,  devotees  hold  that  they  may  count  on 
receiving  divine  forgiveness,  for  which  the  gracious 
nature  of  God  is  a sufficient  pledge  and  guarantee. 


61.  Thy  throat  the  black  sea’s  poison  drank,  as  ’twere 
ambrosia  sweet, 

O deer-skin  wearer,  Uma’s  lord,  king  of  the  gods 
on  high  ; 

Kailasa’s  hill  is  Thine  abode,  and  when  Thy 
lovers  cry 

“Forgive  our  sin,’’  great  One,  forgiveness  is  Thy 
duty  meet ; 

For  with  Thee  is  great  grace,  lord  of  celestial 
beings  all. 

Who  dwell’st  in  Avaduturai,  where  peacocks 
dance  and  call. 


5 
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The  dreadful  fate  in  store  for  irreligious  men  that  is 
of  being  slowly  killed  by  sore  sickness,  then  being  born 
again  to  a joyless  life  that  circles  round  once  more  to 
death  in  unending  cycles  of  dreariness. 

The  ‘letters  five’  in  no.  63  refer  to  the  five-syllabled 
phrase  na-mah-Si-va-ya,  whose  praise  is  chanted  in  vv. 
53-55. 

62.  The  ill-starred  town  without  a house  of  God, 

Wherein  white  ash  on  no  man’s  brow  doth  glow. 
The  town  where  pious  praises  are  unsung. 

Where  are  no  wayside  shrines  men’s  faith  to  show. 
Where  none  blow  joyfully  the  conch-shell  white. 
Where  spread  no  canopies,  no  flags  appear. 
Where  none  make  flowery  offerings  ere  they  eat. 
Call  it  no  town,  ’tis  but  a jungle  drear. 


63.  If  men  speak  not  His  name  in  letters  five. 

Nor  e’er  the  fire-formed  Siva’s  praise  repeat. 
And  never  walk  in  reverence  round  His  shrine. 
And  pluck  no  flowers  for  offering  ere  they  eat. 

If  they  for  healing  wear  no  sacred  ash. 

I’ll  tell  you  whereunto  such  men  were  born, 
’Twas  that  foul  plagues  might  torture  them  to  death. 
Then  death  bring  rebirths  endlessly  forlorn. 


Our  last  fragment  from  Apparswami  is  in  the  minor 
key,  in  which  so  many  of  his  refrains  are  pitched.  It 
seems  to  prove,  contrary  to  tradition,  that  Appar  was 
once  a married  man. 

64.  Immersed  in  painful  cherishing 
Of  child  and  wedded  wife. 

No  room  is  there  in  me  to  feel 
Thy  power.  Lord  of  my  life. 

O whereunto  came  I to  birth  ? 

To  cherish  this  false  world  ? 

Or  watch  it,  bubble-like,  appear. 

Then  be  to  nothing  hurled  ? 
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SUNDARAMURTI  SWAMI 

(Abbreviated  as  SUNDARAR) 

The  third  of  these  hymn-writers,  named  in  full  Sun- 
daramurti  Swami,  was,  like  Sambandar,  a Brahman. 
He  was  born  in  the  South  Arcot  District,  and  is 
generally  believed  to  have  flourished  in  the  first 
quarter  of  the  ninth  century  a.d.  He  evidently  sat 
loose  to  caste  scruples,  for  neither  of  his  two  wives 
was  a Brahman.  One  was  a dancing-girl  in  the 
Saivite  temple  at  Tiruvarur,  the  modern  Tiruvalur  in 
the  Tanjore  District,  while  the  other  was  a Velala 
woman  of  Tiruvottiyur,  now  a suburb  of  Madras.  His 
life  seems  to  have  been  no  happier  than  life  in  polygamy 
usually  is,  and  to  add  to  his  difficulties  he  sometimes 
found  himself  without  food  for  his  ladies  to  eat.  He 
frankly  praised  God  for  what  he  could  get,  and  on  the 
whole  his  hymns  are  on  a lower  spiritual  plane  than 
those  of  the  first  two  writers,  though  there  are  some 
which  bear  the  marks  of  real  spiritual  experience.  Of 
the  sixty-three  saints  whom  Saivites  hold  in  special 
honour,  Sundarar  seems  to  have  been  the  last,  for  he 
sang  the  praises  of  the  other  sixty-two. 
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Sundarar,  as  our  first  sample  of  him  shews,  was 
not  only  later  than  the  two  authors  whom  we  have 
been  studying ; he  was  the  last  of  the  sixty-three 
canonized  saints  of  Saivism.  A serious  weakness  of 
the  religion  here  shews  its  head.  Siva  has  his  favour- 
ites, who  can  do  no  wrong.  The  stanza  is  given  in 
prose,  for  these  names  cannot  fit  into  any  English 
metrical  line.  The  first  two  will  be  recognised  as 
names  of  the  poets  whose  work  we  have  been  con- 
sidering. Nalaippovan  is  Nandan,  the  pariah  saint. 
Silandi  (=  spider)  is  Kochchengat  Chola,  who  figures 
largely  in  early  Tamil  history. 


65.  Nanasambandar  and  Tirunavukkarasar,  skilled 
in  the  Tamil  tongue,  Nalaippovan,  learned  Sudan, 
Sakkiyan,  Silandi,  Kannappan,  Kanampullan,  these 
may  do  wrong,  but  yet  Thou  count’st  it  right. 
Hence  have  I come  to  the  sounding  anklets  of  Thy 
feet,  O lord  of  Tiruppungur  with  its  pools  where 
blossoms  many  a golden  lotus  gem. 


To  English  ears  the  metre  of  the  next  two  verses, 
which  are  common  favourites,  has  a curious  sound.  It 
is  a close  reproduction  of  the  Tamil,  so  close  that  the 
tune  of  the  Tamil  hymn  could  be  sung  to  the  English 
words. 

66.  Golden  art  Thou  in  Thy  form,  girt  around  with  the 
fierce  tiger’s  skin. 

Fair  shines  Thy  tangle  of  hair,  crowned  with  blooms 
from  the  kondai’s  bright  tree, 

Sov’reign,  great  jewel  art  Thou,  the  red  ruby  of 
Malapadi, 

Mother,  on  Thee,  none  but  Thee,  can  my  heart 
evermore  fixM  be. 
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67.  Clad  in  the  little  loin-cloth,  my  body  with  holy  ash 
white, 

Lo  I have  come  to  Thy  foot  ; O my  head,  I beseech 
Thee,  take  me. 

Portion  of  sword-eyed  Uma,  Thou  red  ruby  of 
Malapa^i, 

Friend,  ’tis  on  Thee,  none  but  Thee,  can  my  heart 
evermore  fixed  be. 


Is  the  Siva  manifested  at  one  shrine  so  distinct  from 
the  Siva  manifested  at  another  as  to  endanger  the  unity 
of  God  ? If  tradition  is  right,  the  danger  is  very  real, 
for  Sundarar  was  already  worshipping  at  one  sturine, 
Tiruvottiyur,  when  he  remembered  the  lord  of  Arur, 
and  deciding  to  go  to  him  like  a returning  prodigal, 
sang  this  stanza. 

68.  Ah  sinful,  I have  left  the  path  of  love  and  service 
pure  ! 

Now  know  I well  the  meaning  of  my  sickness 
and  my  pain. 

I will  go  worship.  Fool ! how  long  can  I so  far 
remain 

From  Him,  my  pearl,  my  diamond  rare,  the  king 
of  great  Arur. 


The  joy  in  God  which  shines  in  our  next  hymn 
evidently  rests  on  some  experience  of  divine  grace  which 
we  should  have  liked  to  hear  more  definitely  described. 

69.  O madman  with  the  moon-crowned  hair. 

Thou  lord  of  men,  thou  fount  of  grace. 

How  to  forget  Thee  could  I bear  ? 

My  soul  hath  aye  for  Thee  a place. 
Venney-nallur,  in  “Grace’s  shrine  ’’ 

South  of  the  stream  of  Pennai,  there 
My  father,  I became  all  thine  ; 

How  could  I now  myself  forswear  ? 
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70.  I roamed,  a cur,  for  many  days 

Without  a single  thought  of  Thee, 
Roamed  and  grew  weary,  then  such  grace 
As  none  could  win  Thou  gavest  me. 
Venney-nallur,  in  “Grace’s  shrine’’ 
Where  bamboos  fringe  the  Pennai,  there 
My  Shepherd,  I became  all  thine  ; 

How  could  I now  myself  forswear  ? 


71.  Henceforth  for  me  no  birth,  no  death, 
No  creeping  age,  bull-rider  mine. 
Sinful  and  full  of  lying  breath 
Am  I,  but  do  Thou  mark  me  Thine. 
Venney-nallur,  in  “ Grace’s  shrine  ’’ 
South  of  the  wooded  Pennai,  there 
My  Master,  I became  all  thine  ; 

How  could  I now  myself  forswear  r 


The  varying  mood  of  the  saint,  now  joyous  and 
triumphant,  now  plaintively  looking  for  death,  is 
reflected  in  the  next  two  verses  from  one  hymn. 


72.  Linked  to  naught  else  in  life,  my  mind  thinks  only 
of  Thy  holy  feet. 

Tm  born  anew,  from  this  time  forth  I pass  the 
way  of  birth  no  more. 

In  Ko^umufli,  lord  austere,  where  wise  men  Thee 
with  praises  greet. 

Should  I forget  Thee,  my  own  tongue  ‘ Hail, 
Siva  ’ ! crying,  would  adore. 
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73.  When  will  the  end  draw  nigh,  sense  fade,  life 
close,  and  I the  bier  ascend  ? 

This,  naught  but  this,  is  all  my  thought.  But, 
lord  of  speech.  Thou  light  on  high. 

Where  the  bright  streams  of  Kaviri  to  Kodumudi 
coolness  lend. 

Should  I forget  Thee,  my  own  tongue  to  Thee 
would  loud  ‘ Hail,  Siva  ’ cry. 


God  should  deliver  His  own  from  death.  The  appeal 
here  is  to  the  familiar  story  of  Markandeya  (see  No.  3). 
Yama  is  the  god  of  death  who  gathers  in  the  souls 
of  men. 

74.  The  young  saint  refuge  sought  from  Death  ; 

To  save  him.  Thou  grim  Death  did’st  slay. 

Such  deeds  Thy  might  accomplisheth. 

And  I who  have  beheld  them  pray 
“ O Father,  should  dread  Yama  press 
On  me,  forbid  him.  ‘ Tis  my  slave 
Do  Thou  in  green  Pungur  confess. 

I’ve  reached  Thy  foot,  and  Thou  can’st  save.” 


Sundarar  is  sure  that  Siva  will  understand  his 
perplexities  in  supplying  the  needs  of  his  fair  ladies. 
For  does  not  Siva  Himself  bear  the  burden  of  two 
ladies,  Parvati  his  consort,  and  Ganga  (lady  Ganges)  in 
his  hair?  Sundarar,  in  the  legend  with  which  these  verses 
are  connected,  when  one  of  his  wives  was  suffering 
hunger,  miraculously  received  some  uncooked  rice  from 
Siva.  This  was  not  enough  ; to  complete  the  miracle 
Siva  must  remove  the  rice  for  him  to  Arur  the  abode 
of  his  fair  one.  This  too  was  done  in  answer  to  the 
hymn  of  which  the  next  two  stanzas  are  a sample. 
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75.  Ever  I think  but  of  Thee  ; 
Daily  in  worship  I bow  ; 

She  of  the  sword-piercing  eyes, 
Leave  her  not  suffering  now. 
Kolili’s  lord,  Thou  didst  give 
Rice  in  Kundaiyur  this  day. 
No  man  to  bring  it  have  I, 

Bid  it  be  sent  me,  I pray. 


76.  Thou  art  half  woman  Thyself  ; 
Gahga  is  in  Thy  long  hair. 

Full  well  canst  Thou  comprehend 
Burden  of  women  so  fair. 
Kun(^aiyur  circled  with  gems. 

There  didst  Thou  give  rice  to-day. 
Source  of  all,  wonderful  one. 

Bid  it  be  sent  me,  I pray. 


The  saint  advises  his  fellow-poets  to  sing  the 
praises  of  Siva  rather  than  the  praises  of  men  because 
they  seldom  reward  the  poets.  Siva  rewards  them 
here  and  hereafter.  The  Pari  mentioned  in  78  was  a 
chieftain  in  the  Tamil  country  in  the  early  centuries  of 
our  era,  famed  for  his  liberality. 


77.  Though  ye  fawn  on  men  of  lies. 

They  to  saints  will  nothing  give  ; 
Sing  not  them,  O poets  wise. 

But  if  ye  would  wealth  receive 
Sing  the  Sire  of  Puhalur  ; 

Here  your  wants  will  be  supplied. 
Pain  will  flee  ; there  evermore 
Ye  will  kings  in  heav’n  abide. 


6 
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78.  Call  the  weak  by  Bhima’s  name, 
Style  him  Arjun  with  his  bow, 
Give  the  mean  man  Pari’s  fame. 
Not  a gift  will  he  bestow. 
Sing,  O bards,  our  holy  God, 
White  with  ash,  in  Puhalur. 

In  the  deathless  one’s  abode 
Ye  shall  reign  for  evermore. 


Life  and  experience  have  no  value,  no  reality.  God 
alone  is  real,  the  refuge  from  the  unreal. 


79.  Our  life  is  all  unreal. 

Its  end  is  only  dust. 

Out  of  the  sea  of  birth 
Come  ruin,  pain  and  lust. 
Delay  not  to  do  good 

But  praise  Ketaram’s  king. 
Whom  Vishnu  and  great  Brahm 
Vainly  sought  sorrowing. 


4 


✓ 


( f>c'rniission  of  the  Director.  Colombo  Museum) 
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MANIKKA  VASAHAR 

(Sanskrit  form  MANIKYA  VACHAKA) 

In  the  days  when  the  powerful  Pandyan  Kings  flour 
ished  in  Madura,  there  was  once  a prime  minister 
who  early  became  convinced  of  the  transitoriness  of  this 
world’s  life  and  its  riches.  When  on  a visit  to  Perun- 
durai,  now  Avudaiyarkoil  in  the  Tanjore  District,  he 
suddenly  and  completely  came  under  the  influence  of  a 
Brahman  religious  teacher,  who  for  him  was  the  mani- 
festation of  the  very  God  Himself.  Then  and  there  he 
began  to  sing  the  “Sacred  Utterance’’  (Tiruvasaham), 
and  was  named  by  his  preceptor  “Utterer  of  Jewels’’ 
(Manikka  Vasahar).  Returning  to  Madura,  he  forsook 
his  high  office  with  all  its  rewards,  to  become  a reli- 
gious poet  wandering  without  earthly  attachments 
from  shrine  to  shrine.  The  stories  clustering  around  his 
religious  experience  can  be  read  by  English  readers  in 
Dr.  Pope’s  great  edition  of  his  work.  We  And  him 
practising  austerities  at  Chidambaram,  or  miraculously 
giving  the  gift  of  speech  to  the  dumb  daughter  of  the 
Chdla  king,  or  defeating  in  disputation  a band  of 
Buddhists  from  Ceylon,  but  of  certain  historical  infor- 
mation about  him  we  have  practically  none.  Even  the 
question  of  the  century  in  which  he  lived  is  a battle- 
ground of  the  antiquarians.  Tradition  places  him  in  the 
fifth  century,  earlier  than  the  writers  of  the  Devaram ; 
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but  the  opinion  of  scholars  seems  to  be  converging  on 
the  view  that  he  lived  in  the  latter  half  of  the  ninth,  or 
the  first  half  of  the  tenth  century  of  our  era.  Another 
of  his  works  is  the  Tirukkovaiyar,  an  erotic  poem  of 
four  hundred  stanzas.  Among  Tamil  Saivite  writers 
none  makes  a stronger  devotional  appeal  than  Manikka 
Vasahar.  There  is  a common  Tamil  saying  that  nothing 
can  melt  the  heart  of  the  man  who  is  not  melted  by  the 
Tiruvasaham. 
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Stanzas  80-92  are  samples  from  an  opening  poem 
of  one  hundred  stanzas,  each  ten  of  which  has  its  own 
metre  and  is  fairly  complete  in  itself.  They  fairly 
reflect  the  saint’s  varying  moods.  Notice  the  impor- 
tance he  attaches  to  emotion ; his  worst  self-reproach 
is  for  feeling  no  frenzy.  As  to  his  conception  of 
God,  see  how  the  word  ‘ grace  ’ recurs  in  nearly  every 
stanza.  And  yet  that  God  of  grace  is  called  (in  No. 
84)  both  being  and  non-existence. 

The  Hundred  Verses 

80.  Thrills  and  trembles  my  frame  ; 

Hands  are  lifted  on  high  ; 

Here  at  Thy  fragrant  feet. 

Sobbing  and  weeping  I cry  ; 

Falsehood  forsaking,  I shout, 

“Victory,  victory,  praise!’’ 

Lord  of  my  life,  these  clasped  hands 
Worship  shall  bring  Thee  always. 

81.  Indr  a or  Vishnu  or  Brahm, 

Their  divine  bliss  crave  not  I ; 

I seek  the  love  of  Thy  saints. 

Though  my  house  perish  thereby. 

To  the  worst  hell  I will  go. 

So  but  Thy  grace  be  with  me. 

Best  of  all,  how  could  my  heart 
Think  of  a god  beside  Thee  ? 


82.  Though  like  Thy  saints  I seem,  ’tis  but  the  acting 
of  a part. 

Yet  wondrous  swift  I run  to  reach  the  heaven 
where  Thou  art. 

O hill  of  gold  and  precious  gems,  grant  in  Thy 
grace  to  me 

A heart  to  melt,  lord  of  my  life,  in  ceaseless 
love  to  Thee. 
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83.  I have  no  fear  of  births,  but  quake  at  thought  that 
I must  die. 

E’en  heav’n  to  me  were  naught ; for  earth’s  whole 
empire  what  care  I ? 

O Siva  wreathed  with  honeyed  blossoms,  “When 
shall  come  the  morn 

When  Thou  wilt  grant  Thy  grace  to  me?’’  I cry 
with  anguish  torn. 


84.  The  sky,  earth,  wind,  the  light,  our  very  flesh  and 
life  art  Thou, 

Being  art  Thou,  non-being  too.  Thou  king,  who 
see’st  how 

Men  dance  like  puppets  with  their  foolish  thoughts 
of  ‘ I ’ and  ‘Mine,’ 

While  Thou  the  cords  dost  pull.  What  words  can 
tell  Thy  praise  divine  ? 


85.  At  sound  of  cries  like  this,  “O  Bull-rider  whose 
spreading  hair 

The  falling  stream  receives ! Heaven’s  Lord,’’  true 
devotees  there  were. 

Whose  love-thrilled  heart  broke  forth,  like  stopped- 
up  rivers  rushing  down. 

Yet  Thou  didst  choose  no  one  of  them,  but  me  to 
be  Thine  own. 

And  yet  my  body  will  not  turn  from  heel  to  head 
one  heart 

To  melt  in  love  for  Thee,  one  eye  to  shed  the  tears 
that  smart 

In  swelling  floods.  Ah!  wretched  that  I am,  who 
only  moan ! 

My  two  eyes  are  unfeeling  wood,  my  heart  a great 
dead  stone  I 
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86.  Amid  the  fruits  of  deeds  I lay.  Thou  didst  thy- 
self reveal 

With  words  of  comfort  saying  “ Come,  I will  de- 
struction deal 

To  evil  fruit  of  deeds,”  and  thus  thou  mad’st  me 
all  Thy  slave. 

And  yet  I stand  as  if  a statue  made  of  steel,  nor 
rave. 

Nor  sing,  nor  cry,  nor  wail — woe’s  me — nor  in  my 
spirit  faint 

With  deep  desire,  so  dull  am  I.  O being  ancient. 

Thou  art  beginning.  Thou  art  end : tell  me,  how 
can  I be 

So  dead  at  heart  ? The  end  of  this  I do  not  dare 
to  see. 


87.  Him  though  men  seek,  none  fully  know ; in  Him 

no  evil  is. 

None  are  His  kindred ; knowledge  perfect,  effort- 
less is  His. 

A cur  am  I,  yet  He  hath  giv’n  to  me  in  sight  of 
men 

A place  on  earth,  and  shewed  me  things  far  beyond 
mortal  ken. 

He  told  me  what  no  ears  can  hear  ; from  future 
births  He  sav’d. 

Such  magic  wrought  my  Lord  who  me  hath  lovingly 
enslaved. 

88.  Our  God  of  gods,  whom  e’en  the  devas’  king  knows 

but  in  part, 

Ruleth  the  three  who  in  the  fair  world-gardens  life 
impart. 

And  life  maintain,  and  life  destroy ; our  First, 
Reality, 

Father  of  old,  whose  consort  Uma  is,  our  sovereign. 
He 
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Came  down  in  grace  and  made  e’en  me  to  be  His 
very  own. 

Henceforth  before  no  man  I bow  ; I fear  but  Him 
alone. 

Now  of  His  servants’  servants  I have  joined  the 
sacred  throng, 

And  ever  more  and  more  I’ll  bathe  in  bliss,  with 
dance  and  song. 


89.  The  meanest  cur  am  I ; I know  not  how  to  do  the 
right : 

‘ Twere  but  what  I deserve,  should’st  Thou  my 
wickedness  requite 

With  the  dread  fate  of  those  who  never  saw  Thy 
flowery  feet  ; 

For  though  mine  eyes  have  seen,  my  ears  have 
heard  saints  guileless,  meet. 

Who  reached  Thy  fragrant  presence,  yet  I stay,  for 
false  am  I, 

Fit  for  naught  save  to  eat  and  dress.  Lion  of  victory. 


90.  None  but  myself  has  sunk  myself.  Thy  name  be 
ever  praised  ! r-. 

No  blame  lay  I on  Thee,  lauds  to  my  Master  be 
upraised ! * 

Yet  to  forgive  is  aye  a mark  of  greatness.  Praise 
to  Thee ! 

Lord  of  the  land  celestial.  Praise  ! O end  this  life 
for  me. 
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91.  The  fawn-eyed  maid  is  part  of  Thee ! From 
holy  writ  Thou’rt  hid  ! 

Thou’rt  honey,  yea  ambrosia,  by  man’s  mind  not 
compassed. 

O king  who  bearest  with  my  faults,  some  harsh 
words  did  I say. 

Thy  saints  have  entered  heaven.  Without,  false- 
hood and  I still  stay. 


92.  Since  I am  false,  and  false  my  heart,  and  false  my 

very  love. 

Howe’er  I weep,  still  held  by  deeds,  can  I reach 
Thee  above  ? 

O honey,  nectar,  O essential  sweetness,  great  as 
sweet. 

Grant  grace  to  me  to  find  the  path  that  leads  unto 
Thy  feet. 

93.  Heav’n,  earth,  and  all  that  therein  is,  thou  makest 

without  seed. 

Thou  dost  preserve  and  Thou  destroy.  ’Tis  Thou 
who  hast  decreed 

That  I though  treacherous,  mean,  should  be  a man 
who  frenzied  faints 

Before  Thy  temple  gates,  one  with  the  band  of 
Thy  true  saints. 

What  men  themselves  have  planted,  e’en  a poison- 
ous mango  tree. 

They  root  not  up.  O Lord  of  mine,  as  such  a tree 
keep  me. 


Our  next  five  stanzas,  taken  from  a hymn  of  fifty, 
are  full  of  the  pathos  expressed  in  the  title,  which  is  a 
refrain  recurring  in  every  verse.  Only  flashes  of  the 
light  of  the  presence  of  God  pierce  the  prevailing 
gloom.  The  saint  cannot  free  himself  from  sensuality, 
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even  while  he  hates  it.  He  wonders  whether  even  the 
God  who  drank  poison  for  others’  sake  will  leave  him 
alone. 


Wilt  Thou  Leave  Me? 

94.  Mingling  in  grace  with  me,  O rider  of  the  bull, 
Thou  mad’st  me  Thine. 

But  wilt  Thou  leave  me  ? Thou  whose  form  in 
the  fierce  tiger’s  skin  is  clad, 

Uttar akdsamangai  old  has  Thee  for  king.  O lord 
of  mine 

With  matted  hair,  hold  Thou  me  up ; for  I am 
weary  grown  and  sad. 


95.  Set  in  the  marge  of  flowing  stream  that  eats  its 
banks  away,  the  tree 

Shakes  to  its  fall  ; and  thus  am  I,  my  sense 
bewitch’d  by  maids’  dark  eyes. 
Uttarakosamangai’s  king,  spouse  of  gem-vested 
Parvati, 

Who  dwell’st  in  Arur  holy,  O protector,  for  my 
help  arise. 


96.  In  ignorance  I spurned  thy  grace.  Dost  Thou, 
my  gem,  now  me  despise. 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  ? O destroy  my  sum  of 
deeds  and  make  me  thine. 
Uttarakosamangai’s  king,  ’tis  surely  true,  the 
great  and  wise. 

When  only  little  curs  play  false,  to  mercy  ever 
will  incline. 
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97.  With  none  to  cheer  me  from  my  fear,  far  have  I 
wandered  wearily, 

O Lightning-like,  and  wilt  Thou  leave  me  ? If  I 
truly  thee  compare, 

Uttarakosamahgai’s  king,  I find  naught  else  resem- 
bling Thee  ; 

But  a true  father,  mother  dear  art  Thou  to  me, 
my  treasure  rare. 


98.  Whether  I praise  or  curse  Thee,  still  I’m  stained 
with  sin  and  sorrowing. 

Yet,  wilt  Thou  leave  me  ? Splendour  shining 
like  the  red-hued  coral  mount. 

Master,  thou  drankest  poison  black,  the  humbler 
beings  pitying. 

That  I,  Thy  meanest  one,  might  find  no  poison, 
but  a nectar  fount. 


Our  poet  made  songs  which  maidens  might  sing  in 
their  rhythmical  games,  or  as  they  sat  at  the  grinding- 
stone.  In  India  the  boatman  sings  as  he  rows,  the 
ryot  sings  as  he  draws  from  the  well,  the  sepoy  sings 
on  his  march.  A feature  of  such  songs  is  the  refrain, 
which  is  usually  a mere  collection  of  euphonic  syllables, 
though  it  may  have  a meaning.  Here  are  specimens  of 
a few  songs  intended  for  women.  The  refrain  of  the 
first,  “ Elorembavay  ” probably  means  “Receive  and 
ponder  what  I say,  O lady.  ’’  The  Grinding  song, 
strangely  enough,  is  used  at  funerals,  as  also  is  the 
‘Antiphony.’  The  song  of  ‘ The  Three  Castles’  Destruc- 
tion ’ is  supposed  to  accompany  play  with  a ball  or  a 
kind  of  shuttle  called  ‘undi.’  For  the  legend  of  the 
Three  Castles,  see  page  7.  ‘ The  Shoulder-Play  ’ is 

for  some  ancient  game  in  which  women  grasped  each 
other’s  shoulders. 
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Song  of  The  Maidens 

99.  Older  are  Thou  than  the  oldest  of  all, 

Newest  of  all  that  is  new. 

At  Thy  saints’  feet  we  in  service  will  fall, 

We  are  Thy  handmaidens  true. 

None  but  Thy  bondsmen  shall  call  us  their  own  ; 

Lord,  we  would  none  others  wed ; 

We  would  be  slaves  at  their  bidding  alone  : 

So  be  our  bliss  perfected. 

Eldrembavay. 


100.“  Sure  for  Thy  child  there  is  refuge  with  Thee,’’ 
Trembling  we  take  up  the  cry. 

Hear,  O our  Lord,  while  we  bring  Thee  one  plea, 
Grant  but  one  boon  for  our  joy. 

May  only  Thy  lovers  rest  on  our  breast. 

Let  our  hands’  labour  be  theirs. 

Only  on  such  our  eyes  night  and  day  rest. 

Then  sun  rise  west,  east,  who  cares  ? 

Elorembavay. 


The  Grinding  Song 

101.  Grind  we  the  powder  gold,  that  He  may  bathe  ; 
For  He  is  Scripture,  He  is  sacrifice  ; 

He’s  being’s  truth,  and  being’s  falsehood  too  ; 
Light  is  He,  yea,  and  He  is  darkness  deep  ; 

He  is  deep  sorrow,  and  true  bliss  is  He  ; 

He  is  the  half,  and  He  again  the  whole  ; 
Bondage  is  He,  but  He  is  true  release  ; 

He  is  the  alpha.  He  the  omega. 
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Siva’s  Mysteries  (An  Antiphony) 

102.  “ His  form  is  smeared  with  ashes  white ; the 
snake  His  strange  adornment  is  ; 

The  secret  scriptures  utters  He  : what  kind  of 
god,  my  friend,  is  this  ? ” 

“ Why  talk  of  ash-smear,  holy  speech,  adornment 
strange  ? This  only  know. 

This  god,  of  every  living  thing  is  the  true 
nature.  Chalalo.” 


103.  “My  father  and  my  master.  He  of  all  men  Lord 
supreme,  is  clad 

With  but  a hanging  loin-cloth  stitched ; pray 
tell  me,  friend,  is  He  not  mad  ? ’’ 

“ The  Vedas  four  with  meaning  fraught,  the 
everlasting  Sastras,  know 
That  these  are  but  the  threads  whereof  is  wove 
His  loin-cloth.  Chalald.’’ 


104.  “The  burning-ground’s  His  temple  fine;  the 
tiger’s  skin  His  raiment  is  ; 

Father  or  mother  hath  He  none  ; He’s  all  alone  ; 
my  friend,  see  this.’’ 

“Though  He  no  parents  hath,  no  kin,  yet  should 
His  anger  kindle,  lo. 

The  whole  wide  world  would  straightway  turn 
to  dust  and  ashes.  Chalalo.’’ 


105.  “Though  I am  but  a cur,  yet  when  I turned  to 
Him  who  hath  no  end. 

Into  a sea  of  bliss  He  made  me  sink  o’erwhelmed  ; 
see  this,  my  friend.’’ 

“ Those  holy  feet  that  sank  thee  in  the  sea  of 
bliss  o’erwhelmed,  know. 

E’en  to  the  very  gods  in  heav’n  they’re  richest 
treasure.  Chalalo.’’ 
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The  Three  Castles’  Destruction 

106.  Bent  was  the  bow,  begun  the  fight, 

The  castles  three  were  ’whelmed  quite, (Fly,  undi) 
Three  castles  blazing  with  one  light.  (Fly,  undi) 


107.  One  bolt  in  Siva’s  hand  saw  we. 

One  single  bolt  for  castles  three,  (Fly,  undi) 
And  e’en  that  one  scarce  needed  He.  (Fly,  undi) 


108.  Cleft  lay  the  car  at  His  foot’s  tread, 

The  axle  was  all  shattered,  (Fly,  undi) 

Three  castles  ruined  lay  and  dead.  (Fly,  undi) 


The  Shoulder-Play 

109.  Poor  slave  was  I,  how  long  I poured  out  all  my 
days  for  naught. 

To  Him  the  all-supreme  no  homage  rendering  ! 
Yet  see. 

How  He,  the  jewel  from  eternal  ages  incorrupt. 
Has  come  and  drawn  the  prison-bolt  of  births, 
and  set  me  free. 

Play  we  Tondkkam 


In  the  poetry  of  all  lands  lovers  have  appealed  to 
birds  to  be  their  messengers  to  the  distant  loved  one. 
This  is  so  common  in  Indian  poetry  as  to  have  become 
a recognised  convention.  Here  the  saint  sends  his 
message  of  love  and  devotion,  in  one  case  by  a hum- 
ming bee,  in  the  other  by  the  Indian  cuckoo,  to  Siva 
who  dwells  in  Tillai,  i.e.  Chidambaram. 


108  HYMNS  OF  TAMIL  SAIVITE  SAINTS 


110  susirOs3r(^5=.s«6Trsus3ru5  53rsu6SiL;G)o5r63r^(D^ 
•s^QssTt^arQ^sQisQ^dom  iSl^eorremQOmir 


(SiSifT  I 


<bU SST  &Sf  [fS ^ofT  LDfoddf^ ffO^oOtU  Ld  l—i  SW  63T 

Ou/rearOTT  iejs  <3^ sk ^ir ^ it  oj(d  sir ^ 


111 


i^tCoiuSsst  ^ ^skssT  i^seiruirQeQ  ^ ^ m it  oj  sSssr  u 
(ouQiUoirr  ^erretruiSlsm^Quir  ^S(^LaQu(T^esni> 
ijjBssrs 

^(oiu  ^^lBshs^htG  ^mQs  lU  LJ  iiiidfl  <55  GfT  dS  (T  693T 

d 

^(TOJire^eS^  <f  ^(S<35  0<9=53r^/r^/ruj(2<g5/r^ 


112  Kir^OLOsk^iiem^iL^i^inus^sQs^eQu-^Q^fni 
^!T  ^m^sk  mpdJ  ^iii  piT  ^ssmu-Qiuir^emi^eo 
Co  63T  ^ 

a//r  ^ss)SS(^Liursu-  ^imiriuiSljrir^ 

(o  p ^16  ^(oSSUlSj-sQ  sQssk  ^!T  pmilQ  S(T  p 


113  QuiTiu ajiriuQs^bvp(B ^ LjssQ^m ^i5ir(S t—T ^ 
QiniUiUir  ssq^^sQ  L—kQ  p ^sr  tu  it  lLQ  s it  sm 
snsuiuirQ  siJ6k^0u9(ostutliUeosuiTQsusk  psu^ 

Qsiuojirktxieosi^sQsQssk  j)ir  pmuQsir  p ^tsii£ , 


MAI^IKKA  VASAHAR  109 

The  Bee’s  Message 

110.  Hard-hearted  thief , stiff-necked  was  I,  but  no  such 
name  He  called  me  ; 

My  stony  heart  He  melted,  and  by  mercy  He 
enthralled  me. 

The  swans  abound  in  Tillai’s  lovely  hall  of  gold, 
His  dwelling. 

Fly,  king  of  bees,  at  His  gold  anklets  hum,  my 
message  telling. 


111.  Cur  though  I am,  my  lord  has  set  me  His  great 
glory  singing  ; 

To  me,  the  mad.  His  patient  grace  is  aye  forgive- 
ness bringing  ; 

Scorning  me  not.  He  deigns  to  take  the  service 
I can  do  Him. 

Mother  and  God.  Go,  king  of  bees,  hum  thou  my 
message  to  Him. 


112.  Far  would  my  heart  and  mind  have  gone  from 

Him,  but  He  compelled  me. 

The  lord  with  tangled  locks,  and  His  fair  spouse, 
they  saved  and  held  me. 

He  is  the  sky,  the  mighty  sea,  east,  west,  north, 
south,  indwelling. 

His  feet  with  honey  drop.  There,  king  of  bees, 
my  praise  be  telling. 

113.  In  this  world’s  treasure  false  immersed  lay  I,  and 

self-deceived. 

Held  it  for  treasure  true,  but  for  His  own  He  me 
received. 

My  precious  life  itself  is  He,  in  Tillai’s  hall 
abiding. 

Go,  king  of  bees,  at  His  red  lotus  feet  my  words 
confiding. 
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The  Cuckoo’s  Errand 

114.  Hear,  little  cuckoo  in  the  honey  'd  orchard  groves. 

Heav’n  did  He  spurn  ; to  save  us  men,  to  earth 
He  came, 

Boundless  in  giving,  recking  naught  of  flesh  of 
mine. 

Entered  my  mind,  and  there  my  very  thought 
became. 

He,  the  alone,  the  spouse  of  her  whose  pure  eye’s 
ray 

Shames  the  gazelle  in  softness,  call  Him  hither, 
pray. 


One  of  the  little  childishnesses  involved  in  idolatry 
is  that  every  morning  with  solemn  ceremony  the  idol 
must  be  wakened  from  his  sleep,  bathed,  and  dressed. 
Here  is  a song  with  which  he  is  roused  from  slumber. 
But  notice  how  successfully  our  author  has  filled  his 
poem  with  the  fresh  morning  feeling,  and  the  sights 
and  sounds  of  the  sudden  break  of  the  Indian  dawn. 

The  Idol’s  Awakening 

115.  Hail  to  Thee,  treasure  rare. 

Source  of  all  prosperity. 

Dawn  has  come,  at  Thy  feet. 

Flowers  themselves,  fair  flowers  lay  we. 
Praising  Thee,  we  await 

Smiles  that  blossom  fair  and  sweet 
In  Thy  face,  as  we  fall 
Prone  adoring  at  Thy  feet. 

Siva,  Lord,  dweller  in 

Perundurai,  where  expand 
Lotus  flowers,  petalled  white. 

In  the  cool  moist  pasture  land. 

Thou  whose  flag  is  the  bull. 

Thou  the  Lord  of  all  my  ways. 

Now  O Lord  of  us  all. 

From  Thy  couch  rise  in  Thy  grace. 
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116.  Now  anigh  India’s  East 

Draws  the  sun ; dark  flies  apace 
At  the  dawn ; and  the  sun 
Of  the  kindness  in  Thy  face 
Riseth  high’r,  ever  high’r, 

As  like  fair  flowers  opening, 
Eyes  unclose  from  their  sleep, 

Eyes  of  Thee  our  beauteous  king. 


Hear  how  now  clouds  of  bees 
Humming  bright  All  all  the  air. 
Siva,  Lord,  dweller  in 
Holy  Perundurai  fair. 

Thou  wilt  come  to  bestow 

Favours  rich.  Oh  shew  Thy  face  ! 
Mountain-joy,  ocean-bliss. 

From  Thy  couch  rise  in  Thy  grace. 


117.  Cocks  now  crow  to  the  morn. 

While  the  cuckoos  loudly  call ; 
Little  birds  sweetly  sing. 

And  the  conch-shell  sounds  o’er  all ; 
Light  of  stars  fades  away 
Into  common  light  of  day  ; 

Dawn  and  sun  come  as  one. 

Now  to  us,  O God,  display 


In  Thy  lo\m  Thy  twin  feet. 

Gracious,  decked  with  anklets  rare. 

Siva,  Lord,  dweller  in  holy  Perundurai  fair. 
Hard  for  all  men  to  find. 

Yet  to  me  Thou  shewedst  Thy  face. 

Now  O Lord  of  us  all. 

From  Thy  couch  rise  in  Thy  grace. 
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118.  On  this  side  some  men  play 

Lutes  and  vinas  sweet  of  sound  ; 

On  that  side  some  men  chant 

Ancient  Rik,  their  songs  resound ; 

In  their  hands  some  have  brought 
Wreaths  of  many  blossoms  wove  ; 

Some  bow  down,  some  men  weep, 

Some  men  sway,  o’ercome  by  love  ; 

Clasping  hands  o’er  their  heads. 

Others  stand  with  reverent  air  ; 

Siva,  Lord,  dweller  in 
Holy  Perundurai  fair, 

Even  me  didst  thou  save  ; 

Sweet  to  me  have  been  Thy  ways. 

Now,  O Lord  of  us  all, 

From  Thy  couch  rise  in  Thy  grace. 


The  rest  of  our  specimens  of  the  ‘ Holy  Utterances  ’ 
may  be  left  to  explain  themselves  without  comment, 
save  for  a single  line  of  title.  Where  two  or  more 
stanzas  are  given  from  a poem,  the  title  here  given  is 
a translation  from  the  Tamil. 


Only  with  Thee  and  Thy  Saints  ! 

119.  Our  lady  aye  is  in  Thy  heart. 

As  Thou  in  hers  ; and  if  ye  both 
In  mine  do  dwell,  grant  me  a part 
Among  your  slaves,  O ever  First. 

Unending  lord,  in  Tillai’s  hall  who  dost  abide. 
Let  this  deep  yearning  of  my  soul  be  satisfied. 
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What  Can  I Give  Thee  ? 

120.  Thou  gav’st  Thyself,  Thou  gained’st  me  ; 

Which  did  the  better  bargain  drive  ? 

Bliss  found  I in  infinity  ; 

But  what  didst  Thou  from  me  derive  ? 

O Siva,  Perundurai’s  God, 

My  mind  Thou  tookest  for  Thy  shrine  : 

My  very  body’s  Thine  abode  : 

What  can  I give  Thee,  Lord,  of  mine  ? 


Passion’s  Pain 

121.  Caught  am  I in  passion’s  snare  from  women’s 
liquid  eyes  ; 

Stabbed  at  heart,  a cur.  O wisdom’s  light, 
no  aid  I see. 

Only  lord,  whose  lady’s  feet  are  softer  than  the 
down. 

How  I long  to  hear  Thy  coral  lips  speak  cheer 
to  me. 


Longings  for  Death 

122.  Our  lord  supreme, both  earth  and  heav’n  indwelling. 
See  how  I have  no  other  help  but  Thee. 

Thou  king  of  Siva’s  world,  bright  beyond  telling, 
Dweller  in  Perundurai,  look  on  me. 

Who’ll  hear  my  cry,  who  list  to  my  complaining. 
If  Thou  Thy  grace  deny,  who  saved’st  me  ? 

I find  in  sea-girt  earth  no  joy  remaining. 

Now  let  Thy  grace  speak,  bid  me  come  to  Thee. 
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u p jpii^irsir  LX>p  e>i  sar  3 sm  i^ir  lu 

Q^i^^QsuiuiremL—trajQsiJLjir  ^ ^!t(d3 
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SU0  as  Osu  sir  p^sirLjiBajirQiu, 
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u p ^ iG IT eisr  im p ^(o<si>SsT ssisr i n tu 

Q3=Q^L£>^IU6S!^lh  piTlLlQsilLjir  P p!r(o3= 
^0uQu0ii  ^anpiL\s5>pQsij(Bs3r 
Q pirQpsi^Q^  psmirpp] ^uu(S^Qsvssr,i(o3irir 

^dsssT Q oj ssr  iBSsstguCdi^  Q^irsoeomij 

iM^^ssH ojirQesr  evir ^QCoMssrssArL—iraj 

euQ^aQsusir p0sk  Lyrfluj/rCSiu. 


125  i9sssr3S.&'>irpQuQ^m^sts)puQu(^ 

tSitr  ^ni oSr ^^LCi  IE3  3 6tr(^  LJ<3rSlJ  fr  IT  3 

SessrsSeOir p(S pirfsii  l/(duisu0/5 
£n  sir  uQ  LD  pi  ss)  I— pQpLht9  IT  ir 
^ssuriSsiirpCS  pirfrsS  p piQij^^<c^Zotr 
uj/rLnQ&)sirs98ssrQajii  p pi9^ 

3SS3T3Ss0irp^(T^3(o3irS>il^SiJlipj 
3irLLt^^tU3Q^3(^oir  ^Qsi), 
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123.  In  Thee  she  dwells  whose  feet  than  down  are  softer ; 
See  how  I have  no  other  help  but  Thee. 

Thou  king  of  Siva’s  world,  my  gracious  master, 
Dweller  in  Perundurai,  look  on  me. 

Fear  holds  me;  for,  in  dark  confusion  godless, 

I did  forget  the  grace  that  saved  me. 

Dog  and  deceitful  am  I.  Life  is  joyless. 

Now  let  Thy  grace  speak,  bid  me  come  toThee. 


124.  In  Thee  she  dwells  whose  ancient  praise  is  faultless; 
See  how  I have  no  other  help  but  Thee. 
Thou  king  of  Siva’s  world,  the  bright  moon 
wearing. 

Dweller  in  Perundurai,  look  on  me. 

Whom  save  Thee  could  I worship  with  my 
praises  ? 

Can  any  other  refuge  give  for  me  ? 

O Rider  of  the  bull,  my  life  is  joyless. 

Now  letThy  grace  speak,  bid  me  come  toThee. 


The  Balancing  of  Deeds 

125.  O lord  of  Perundurai,  place  of  peace, 

To  them  who  call  Thy  name,  beyond  compare 
True  joy  art  Thou.  Thou  mad’st  my  woe  to 
cease 

When  good  and  ill  deeds  done  were  balanced  fair. 
Then  lest  unwith’ring  seeds  of  birth  should 
grow. 

In  Kalukundu  Thy  fair  self  didst  shew. 
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Life’s  Consuming 

126.  Myself  I cannot  understand,  nor  what  is  day  nor 
night ; 

He  who  both  word  and  thought  transcends  has 
reft  my  senses  quite, 

He  who  for  bull  has  Vishnu,  and  in  Perundurai 
dwells, 

O Light  supreme,  in  Brahman  guise  has  cast  on 
me  strange  spells. 


127.  I ask  not  fame,  wealth,  earth  or  heav’n.  No 
birth,  no  death  for  me. 

None  will  I touch  who  love  not  Siva.  Now  ’tis 
mine  to  see 

Abiding  Perundurai,  wear  the  King’s  foot  as  my 
crown  ; 

Never  will  I leave  this  His  shrine,  nor  let  Him 
leave  His  own. 


128.  Art  Thou  like  honey  on  the  branch  too  high  for 
me  to  climb  ? 

Or  art  Thou  nectar  ocean-churned  ? O Hara, 
King  sublime. 

In  Perundurai,  circled  with  moist  fields,  I can  see 
Thee 

With  form  ash-smeared,  the  spotless.  Can  I bear 
my  ecstasy  ? 


129.  Many  in  this  great  earth  who  live  do  penance  ; I 
alone 

Bearing  this  frame  of  flesh,  a barren  jungle-tree 
have  growm. 

Dweller  in  Perundurai  old  where  blooms  the 
kondai  tree. 

May  I the  sinner  cry  “Wilt  Thou  not  grant 
Thyself  to  me  ’’  ? 
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130  Ljp^MsiJirsirir6i^u:>^(o3=mQuiriuuj^^LcOis>tuu^ 
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Pious  Fear 

130.  I fear  not  serpents  lurking  smooth  ; 

I fear  no  liars’  feigned  truth ; 

But  when  I see  fools  venturing 
E’en  to  the  foot  of  Him  our  king, 

Our  three-eyed  Lord  with  matted  hair, 

Of  His  great  godhead  unaware. 

Fools  thinking  other  gods  can  be. 

Terror  such  sight  inspires  in  me. 


131.  I fear  no  javelin’s  gory  blade  ; 

Nor  sidelong  glance  of  bangled  maid  ; 
But  when  I see  men  void  of  grace 
Drinking  no  sweetness  from  the  praise 
Of  my  unchiselled  Gem,  whose  dance 
In  Tillai’s  hall  is  seen,  whose  glance 
Melts  men’s  whole  frame  in  ecstasy. 
Terror  such  sight  inspires  in  me. 


I Cling  to  Thee 

132.  King  of  the  heavenly  ones  ! All-filling  Excellence! 
E’en  to  vile  me  Thou  Thy  wonders  hast  shown  ; 
Balm  of  true  bliss,  ending  false  earthly  bliss  of 
sense. 

Thou  my  whole  household  did’st  take  for  Thine 
own. 

Meaning  of  holy  writ  1 Wondrous  Thy  glory  ! 
True  wealth,  our  Siva,  to  Thee,  Lord,  I cling. 
Never  to  loose  my  hold,  firmly  I cling  to  Thee  ; 
Where  canst  Thou  go,  leaving  me  sorrowing  ? 
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133.  King  of  celestial  ones,  ever  with  bull  for  steed, 
Evil  am  I,  yet  my  riches  art  Thou  ; 

Lest  I should  rot  in  my  foul  flesh,  and  die  indeed. 
Thou  hast  preserved  me,  and  Thine  am  I now. 
Thou  art  our  God ; Thou  of  grace  art  a bormdless 
sea. 

Saved  from  my  flesh,  now  to  Thee,  Lord,  I cling. 
Never  to  let  Thee  loose,  firmly  I cling  to  Thee  ; 
Where  can’st  Thou  go,  leaving  me  sorrowing  ? 


134.  Thou  dids’t  come  into  my  vile  fleshly  body. 

E’en  as  ’twere  into  some  great  golden  shrine  ; 
Soft’ning  and  melting  it  all.  Thou  hast  saved  me. 
Lord  condescending.  Thou  gem  all  divine  ! 

Sorrow  and  birth,  death,  all  ties  that  deceived  me. 
Thou  did’st  remove,  all  my  bonds  severing  ; 

True  bliss,  our  kindly  Light,  firmly  I cling  to 
Thee  ; 

Where  canst  Thou  go  leaving  me  sorrowing  ? 


Naught  but  Thy  Love 

135.  I ask  not  kin,  nor  name,  nor  place. 
Nor  learned  men’s  society. 

Men’s  lore  for  me  no  value  has  ; 

Kuttalam’s  lord,  I come  to  Thee. 
Wilt  thou  one  boon  on  me  bestow, 

A heart  to  melt  in  longing  sweet, 
As  yearns  o’er  new-born  calf  the  cow. 
In  yearning  for  Thy  sacred  feet  ? 
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136.  I had  no  virtue,  penance,  knowledge,  self-control. 
A doll  to  turn 

At  others'  will  I danced,  whirled,  fell.  But  me 
He  filled  in  every  limb 

With  love’s  mad  longing,  and  that  I might  climb 
there  whence  is  no  return. 

He  shewed  His  beauty,  made  me  His.  Ah  me, 
when  shall  I go  to  Him  ? 


The  Wonder  of  Grace 

137.  Fool’s  friend  was  I,  none  such  may  know 
The  way  of  freedom  ; yet  to  me 
He  shew’d  the  path  of  love,  that  so 
Fruit  of  past  deeds  might  ended  be. 

Cleansing  my  mind  so  foul.  He  made  me  like 
a god. 

Ah  who  could  win  that  which  the  Father  hath 
bestowed  ? 


138.  Thinking  it  right,  sin’s  path  I trod  ; 

But,  so  that  I such  paths  might  leave. 

And  find  His  grace,  the  dancing  God, 

Who  far  beyond  our  thought  doth  live, 

O wonder  passing  great! — to  me  His  dancing 
shewed. 

Ah  who  could  win  that  which  the  Father  hath 
bestowed  ? 
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SHRINES  MENTIONED  IN  THESE  POEMS 


Aduturai,  or  Avaduturai,  in 
Tanjore  District,  now  a station 
on  the  South  Indian  Railway. 

Aiyaru,  twelvemiles  fromTanjore. 

Alavay,  or  Uttarakosaimangai, 
Madura. 

Annamalai,  or  Tiruvannamalai, 
in  South  Arcot  District. 

Arur,  Tiruvallur, Tanjore  District. 

Athihai  Virattanam,  South  Arcot 
District. 

Bramapuram,  Shiyali,  Tanjore 
District. 

Chenkattankudi 

Chidambaram,  or  Tillai,  or 
Perumpattapuliyur,  in  S.  Arcot 
District,  the  most  veneratedplace 
of  Saivism. 

Chola,  one  of  the  three  great 
kingdoms  into  which  the  ancient 
Tamil  country  was  divided. 

Comorin,  extreme  southern  point 
of  India,  still  a great  .place  of 
pilgrimage. 

Dharmapuram,  near  Tranquebar, 
Tanjore  District. 

Kaviri,  or  Cauvery,  the  most 
sacred  river  in  South  India. 

Kachchi  Ehambam,  or  Kanchi- 
puram,  the  modern Conjeeveram, 
in  North  Arcot  District. 

Kedila 

Ketaram 

Kodumudi,  near  Erode,  Coimba- 
tore District. 

Kdlili,  near  the  modern  Tiru- 
vallur, Tanjore  District. 

Kongu 

Kundaiyur,  near  Tiruvallur, 
T anjore  District. 


Kuttalam,  Tanjore  District. 

Malapadi,  South  Arcot  District, 
near  Trichinopoly. 

Maraikkadu,  the  modern  Vetha- 
raniam,  Tanjore  District.  Curi- 
ously enough,  the  modern  name 
is  the  Sanskrit  translation  of  the 
Tamil,  meaning  ‘ Forest  of  the 
Vedas,’  i.e.,  lonely  place  where 
Vedas  are  studied. 

Maruhal,  on  the  Cauvery  River, 
Tanjore  District. 

Neyttanam,  on  the  Cauvery  River, 
Tanjore  District. 

Ottiyur,  better  known  as  Tiru- 
vottiyur,  a few  miles  north  of 
Madras,  now  practically  a 
suburb. 

Palanam,  Tanjore  District. 

Perumpattapuliyur,  see  Chidam- 
baram. 

Perundurai,  Avudaiyarkoil,  Tan- 
jore District. 

Puhalur 

Pungur,  seven  miles  from  Shiyali, 
Tanjore  District. 

Punturutti 

Puvanam,  twelve  miles  from 
Madura. 

Tillai,  see  Chidambaram. 

Tiruputtur,  Ramnad  District,  near 
Pudukottah. 

Tiruvannamalai,  see  Annamalai. 

Tiru  Neyttanam,  see  Neyttanam. 

Tunganaimadam 

Uttarakosamangai,  Ramnad  Dis- 
trict. 

Valivalam.  on  the  Cauvery, 
Tanjore  District. 

Venneynallur,  South  Arcot  District. 


JV.B. — “Tiru”  is  an  epithet  meaning  “ Holy.”  but  where  it  has  become  practi- 
cally part  of  the  place-name,  that  name  is  given  in  this  list  as  if  it  began  with  T. 
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SYSTEM  OF  TRANSLITERATION  AND  PRONUNCIA- 
TION OF  TAMIL  LETTERS 


Tamil 

Sanskrit 

English 

Pronunciation  (approximate) 

Jij 

3T 

a 

u in  punch 

3n 

a 

a in  rather 

1 

i 

i in  sit 

fF 

i 

i in  clique 

e_ 

u 

u in  full 

©err 

u 

u in  rule 

1ST 

— 

e 

e in  fed 

<5T 

e 

a in  fable 

ai 

ai  in  aisle,  but  much  shorter 

— 

o 

0 in  mobility 

o 

6 in  noble 

^6TT 

au 

ow  in  cow 

CONSONANTS 

N.B. — The  Tamil  alphabet  is  not  fully  phonetic  as  are  the  San- 
skrit and  the  other  Dravidian  alphabets.  Several  letters 
indicate  different  sounds  in  different  connections. 


Letter 

1.  When  mute 

2.  In  the  begin- 
ning of  a word 

3.  After  a hard 
consonant 

•\fter  a soft 
consonant 

In  other 
places 

k (^) 

g (*l) 

h (^) 

<? 

ch  (^) 

i (^) 

s (^) 

lL 

t (^) 

d(l) 

d 

t i^) 

d(T) 

th 

u 

P il) 

b (^) 

P 

p 

t 

d 

Y 

Remarks 


Guttural. 

This  is  pronounced  as  a 
palatal  sibilant. 

Cerebral,  far  back  in  the 
palate. 

Dental  purer  than  English 
dentals. 

Labial. 

Hard  palatal  r,  peculiar  to 
Tamil  as  pronounced  after 
a soft  consonant. 
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Tamil 

Sanskrit 

Translitera- 

tion 

Pronunciation 

(approximate) 

Remarks 

I- 

n (before  g) 

n in  singing 

guttural  n 

(Sj 

of 

n 

n in  ginger 

palatal  n 

6337" 

n 

n stopped  as  far 
back  as  possi- 
ble 

cerebral  n 

/i  & S3T 

n 

as  in  English 

ti 

m 

as  in  English 

iii 

y 

as  in  English 

IT 

f 

r 

as  in  English 
(when  soft) 

eo 

1 

as  in  English 

su 

V 

as  in  English, 
but  not  so  firm 

1 

r pronounced 
with  the 
tongue  as  far 
back  in  the 
throat  as  pos- 
sible. 

Peculiar  to 
Tamil 

STT 

55 

•N 

1 

1 pronounced  by 
the  palate 

palatal  1 

Sanskrit  words,  unless  they  have  become  modified  by  long 
Tamil  usage,  as,  for  example,  in  the  author’s  name  Manikka 
Vasahar,  are  transliterated  according  to  Sanskrit  pronunciation, 
on  the  system  used  in  other  books  in  this  series,  the  Sanskrit 
alphabet  being  represented  as  follows  : — 


k 

kh 

g 

h 

ch 

chh 

j 

jh 

n 

t 

th 

d 

dh 

n 

t 

th 

d 

dh 

n 

P 

ph 

b 

bh 

m 

y 

r 

1 

V 

s 

sh 

s 

h 

ri 

m 

h 

INDEX 


(The  Numbers  are  those 

Adisesha,  7. 

^ Aiyaru,  61. 

Alvar,  4. 

Aryan,  3. 

Ash,  sacred,  23. 

Astrology,  21. 

7 • 

Athikai  Virattanam,  39,  43. 
Avaduturai,  49,  65. 
Avudaiyarkoil  (Perundurai), 
86,  111,117  f.,  121. 

DRAHMA,  4,  6,  13,  21,  39,  41, 
D 55  gg_ 

Brahmans,  17,  33,  59,  71,  88. 
Buddhism,  11,  27,  86. 

pAUVERY,  15,  55. 

Chidambaram  (Tillai,  Per- 
umpattapuliyur),  5,  17,  65, 
86,  107, 109,  115,  131. 
Comorin,  57. 

Conjeeveram,  19. 

Consecration,  53. 

Cuckoo  as  messenger,  107. 
Cycles  of  existence,  67. 

r)ANCE_of  Siva,  5,  6. 

^ Devaram,  2. 

EMOTION,  emphasis  upon,  89, 
^ 91,  125. 

pAVOURITISM  in  God,  73. 

AMES,  songs  sung  in,  101  f. 
Ganges,  5,  23,  51,  79. 
Grace,  divine,  65,  89,  127. 


OF  Pages,  not  of  Stanzas.) 
J^ARA  (Siva),  33. 

IDOL,  worship  of.  111. 

^ Indra,  51,  89,  113. 

TAINS,  11,  27,  33,  59,  61. 

J Joy  in  God,  47-51,  75,  77. 

I^AILASA,  5,  39. 

Kali,  5, 

Kalukkundu,  119. 

Katpaha  tree,  47. 

Kedila,  61. 

Ketaram,  83. 

Kodumudi,  77. 

Kplili,  81. 

Kondai  (cassia  flower),  5,  73. 

121. 

Kulachchirai,  31. 

Kun  Pandiyan,  29. 

Kundaiyur,  81. 

Kuttalam,  125. 

fWIADURA  (Alavay,  Uttara- 
kosamangai),  10,  19,  31, 
33^99.  ^ 

Mahadev  (Siva),  51. 

Malapadi,  73. 
Mangaiyarkkarasi,  29. 
Markandeya,  15,  79. 

Maruhal,  27. 

Meru,  7. 

Minakshi,  31. 

Muyalahan,  5. 

MAMASIVAYA,  25,  67. 
Nandan,  73, 

Nandi  (Siva’s  bull),  5,  61. 
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Natarajan(Siva) , F rontispiece, 
5. 

Neyttanara,  15. 

PALNY,  15. 

Pari,  81. 

Parvati  (Uma),  5, 13,  59,  61,  63, 
65,  75,  79^93. 

Periya  Puranam,  29. 

Pessimism,  51,  67,  83. 
Pilgrimage,  no  need  for,  57. 
Planets,  21, 

Puhalur,  81. 

Pungur,  79. 

Punturutti,  47. 

Puranas,  4. 

Puvanam,  41. 

DAMESWARAM,  55. 

^ Ravana,  7,  39. 

Rig  Veda,  3,  17,  59,  115. 

Rudra,  3,  41. 

C ANKARA  (Siva),  51. 

Shiyali,  10,  11. 

Sin,  sense  of,  43-47,  97,  99,  101. 
Siva  : 

Meaning  of  name,  3. 
Conception  of,  4 f. 
Blue-throated,  8. 

Delivering  from  death,  15,  79. 
Including  good  and  evil,  19, 
103. 


Unsearchable,  21. 
Immanent  in  all,  91. 

, His  saving  grace,  127. 
Sivacharyar,  11. 


'T’AMILIAN  Antiquary,  29. 

* Tantras,  23. 
Tirukkovaiyar,  87. 
Tiruvachakam,  2. 

Tiruvallur  (Arur),  25,  71,  75, 
79. 


Tiruvannaraalai,  13. 
Tiruvottiyur,  45,  71,  75. 
Trichinopoly  (Chirapalli),  19. 
Tunganaimadam,  39. 


T IMA  (Parvati),  5,  13,  59,  61, 
63,  65,  75,  79,  93. 
Unreality  of  life,  51,  83. 

\/AdAPI,  29. 

''  Vak,  59. 

Valivalam,  21. 

Vasuki,  8. 

Vedaraniyam,  63. 

Vedas,  55. 

Vedangas,  55. 

Venneynallur,  75. 

Vina,  49,  115. 

Vishnu,  4,  41,  83. 

yAMA,  79. 
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